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Jet  Glass  "Lifetime"  Desk 
Fountain  Pen  Set,  $17.00 


Pioneers  in  elegance!  Sheaffer's  Lifetime 
desk  fountain-pen  set  has  brought  to  the 
work-places  of  the  world  a  new  efficiency. 
It  is  a  convenience  that  is  now  greatly- 
needed  in  every  office  and  home.  Always 
ready  for  instant  service,  responding,  to  the 
lightest  touch,  a  handsome  ornament,  this  first 
pioneer  quickly  became  a  desk  necessity. 

At  better  dealers  everywhere 


,  Blue  Label  < 
Leads 
20  cents 


SHEAFFER'S 

*S  PENS'  PENCILS'   SKRI  P^.^ 

W.  A.  SHEAFFER  PEN  CO.  OF  CANADA,  Limited 

6Ch62  FRONT  ST.  WEST,  TORONTO 


Goblin 


At  home 


on  city  streets 
on  country  lanes 


'  I  ""HE    new  Morris,  a  British  thoroughbred    to  the  minutest 
detail,  wins  its  triumphs  alike  where  traffic  is  heaviest  and 
where  country  side-roads  test  power  and  stamina. 

Morris  owners  slip  neatly  into  the  smallest  parking  spaces  when 
parking  is  at  a  premium.  The  Morris  turns  in  almost  its  own 
length,  stops  instantly  atyour  command  and  starts  like  a  thorough- 
bred at  the  barrier.  In  traffic  jams,  it  weaves  adroitly  in  and 
out  among  its  heavier,  more-bulky-to-handle  contemporaries. 

Standard  56-inch  track — four-wheel  brakes — 35  miles  to  the 
gallon. 

SEE— DRIVE— BUY  THE  MORRIS 


Sales   Distributor 
ONTARIO  AND  QUEBEC 


J.  W.  PICKAVANT,  LTD. 

670-678   Bay   St.,  Toronto 


MORRI 

England's  Most  Popular  Car 
Morris  Motors  (1926)  Limited,  Cowley,  Oxford,  England 
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©  Vanity  Fair 


How  far  off  are  the  footlights? 

DO  the  good  shows  come  round  to  your  college  town? . .  . 
Or  do  you  get  only  the  left  over  legs,  the  rag-tag  cos- 
tumes and  the  mangled  music  of  a  No.  3  company? 

When  you  do  see  a  real  show  then,  you  want  it  to  be  one 
of  the  absolute  best! 

Vanity  Fair  keeps  you  informed.  If  there's  anew  Bill  Shake- 
speare, a  new  Bernhardt,  a  new  anything  about  the  stage  that 
you  want  to  know,  you're  sure  to  have  it  all  in  Vanity  Fair 
.  .  .  And'the  theatre  is  only  one  of  its  many  features. 


EVERY  ISSUE  CONT.4I\S 


Music:  Classical,  caco- 
phone,  saxophone.  Per- 
sonalities and  noto- 
rieties. Critiques.  Pho- 
tographs. 

Art:  New  schools  and 
how  to  rate  them. 
Sound  work  and  how  to 
appreciate  it.  Exhibits 
and  masterpieces. 


Sports:  News  of  rac- 
quet and  putter,  turf 
and  track.  By  those 
who  lead  the  field. 

Motor     Cars:     Speed. 

safety,  smartness,  as 
last  conceived  in  Eu- 
rope and  America.  Sa- 
lons and  shows.  Many- 
pictures. 


Letters:  New  essayists 
and  satirists.  Brilliant 
fooling.  Lions  photo- 
graphed with  their 
manes. 

Fashions:  The  mode 
for  men  who  consider  it 
self-respecting  to  be 
well-groomed.  Current 
college  preferences. 


Night  Life:  Whatever 

is  new  among  the  crowd 
who  regard  dawn  as 
something  to  come 
home  in. 

Golf:  Taken  seriously 
by  experts.  Bernard 
Darwin,  regularly.  How 
to  break  ninety.  With 
photographs. 


World     Affairs:     The 

field  of  politics,  foreign 
and  domestic.  Intimate 
sketches  of  pilots  of 
various  Ships  of  State 

Theatres:  Stars  in  their 
ascendant,  comedy  in 
its  glory.  The  season's 
successes,  and  why. 
Special  photographs. 


Movies:  Hollywood's 
high  lights.  The  art  of 
t  he  movies — if  any. 
A  nd  photographs — ■ 
ah-hl 

Bridge:  The  chill 
science  in  its  ultimate 
refinements.  How  to 
net  that  last  trick.  All 
the  experts  writing. 


Just  sign  the  coupon  NOW and  send  a  dollar  bill  along  to  keep   it  company! 

Special  Offer  I 

5  issues  of 
Vanity  Fair  $1 

Open  to  netc  subscribers  only 
Single  copy  price  35c.  Regular  yearly  subscription  rate  $3.50 


Vanity  Fair — Graybar  Bldg.,  New  York  City 

Only   the   best  for  me  you  bet.   Start  those  five  months 
of  Vanity  Fair.  Here's  the  dollar  bill. 


Xamc  . 
Address 
City 


State. 
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Complaint 

(Anent     The     Difficulty    of    Acquiring    the 
Pleasantly) 


Doll 


ar 


CIX  on  the  seven  and  kings  in  their  spaces, 

Three  on  the  four-spot  and  twos  on  the  aces — 
Solitaire  brings  me  some  quota  of  pleasure, 
— But  little  of  plaudits  or  power  or  treasure. 

Soirees,  the  theatre,  the  goblet  o'erbrimming, 
Dancing  till  seven,  lawn  tennis  and  swimming, 
Breakfast  in  bed  plus  a  novel  to  (w)rest  with 
Afford  me  no  shekels  to  feather  my  nest  with. 

Life's  hard  enough  on  the  blue-shirted  masses 
But  harder  by  far  on  the  idle  poor  classes. 
They  nourish  the  feeble  and  succor  the  crazy. 
Why  not  some  relief  for  us  naturally  lazy? 

PARKE  CUMMINGS. 


A  Matter  of  Moment 

A  lecturer  was  addressing  an  asylum  for  the  insane. 

During  his  discourse  he  was  suddenly  interrupted 
by  one  of  the  inmates  crying  out  loudly  and  wildly, 
,'I  say  have  we  got  to  be  bothered  with  listening  to 
this  tommyrot?" 

The  lecturer  surprised  and  confused  turned  to  the 
head-keeper  beside  him  and  said,  "shall  I  stop 
speaking?" 

"No,"  replied  the  keeper  smilingly,  "keep  right 
on;  that  won't  happen  again.     That  Man  Only  has 

One  Sane  Moment  Every  Seven  Years!" 

*       *       * 

Knew  His  Tracks 

"How  soon  can  I  get  a  street  car?"  asked  the 
stranger  of  a  native  in  a  suburb  where  trolley  service 
was  dubious. 

"Hmm,"  meditated  the  native,  looking  at  the 
track,  "looks  like  ye  jist  missed  one." 

"How  can  you  tell?" 

"Wal,  all  the  tall  weeds  between  the  tracks  are  all 
flattened  down." 


•SAY,  PAL.  WILL  YOU  GIMME  ME  A  HAND  WITH  THE  COOKIE  JAR  AS  SOON  AS  YOU  GET  THAT  OPEN?' 


6 
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THE  Toronto  Police  force  is  to  be 

increased  by  one  hundred  men. 

Two  hundred  square  feet  have  been 

added  to  the  City  Hall. 

*  *        * 

A   CANADIAN     who     says     his 

nights  were  rendered  hideous  by 

tabloid  news  stories,  has  fled  back  to 

Canada.      That  he  who  reads   may 

run. 

*  *        * 

A4AKE-UP,   says   a  stage    auth- 
ority,  is  one  of  the  most  difficult 
tricks   of  the   profession.     Our    im- 
pression is  that  it  is  all  done  with 

mirrors. 

*  *        * 

A  FISHING  enthusiast    has  just 
married  the  girl  who  beat    him 
in  a  fishing  competition  last  Septem- 
ber.    But  you  should  have  seen  the 

one  that  got  away! 

*  #        * 

r)V£  J.  W.  McFarland  dislocated 

his  jaw  as  a  result  of  a  yawn, 

and  died.     Mr.  McFarland  was  not 

a  Parliamentary  reporter. 

*  *        * 

IT  is  understood  that  the  financial 
page  lead-writer  who  headed  an 
article  "WEAKNESS SHOWN  IN 
DOMESTIC  BONDS,"  Was  under 
the   influence  of  Hollywood    society 

notes. 

*        *        * 

piFTEEN  merchants  of 
a  small  town  recently 
offered  to  present  a  large 
prize  to  the  first  baby  born 
in  February  in  that  county. 
Twins  arrived.  A  police 
guard  was  hurriedly  thrown 
around  the  stork  ca8e  °t  the 
Zoo. 


A  MRS.  PHILOMINA 
^  MIGNON,  of  Camden, 
N.J.,  set  fire  to  herself  in  a 
suicide  attempt.  She  is  not 
the  first  Phily  Mignon  to  be 
the  worse  for  burning. 
*        *        * 

THE  news  that  liquor   is 

becoming       scarce       at 

Palm  Beach  is  coupled  with 

the    story    of   a    sensational 


raid  on  nighCclubs  by^Federal  pro- 
hibition officers.      Cause  and  effect. 

*  *        * 

]\/fOTHERS    should    be     put    on 
trial  for  the  complexions  of  the 
girls  of  to-day,  says  a  noted  reformer. 
Try  the  drug  store  first. 

*  *        * 

£  PEAKING  of  the    Vitaphone— 
we  are  afraid  that  many  movie 
actresses  should  be  screen   and  not 
heard. 

SfOME  time  ago  a  man  was  dis- 
covered who  had  spent  most  of 
his  life  in  a  Paris  sewer.  On  being 
brought  to  the  surface  he  professed  a 
desire  to  return.     He  is  thought  to  be 


J^N  authority  claims"^  that  ice- 
racing  exposes  theT  horses  to 
colds.  It  seems  that  there  will  never 
be  as  many  people  willing  to  put 
their  shirts  on  a  favorite  as  is  the 
case  with  the  turf. 

*  *        * 

fyfUSSOLINI  has  named  Chi- 
cago a  "Sovereign  State."  No 
reason  has  yet  been  discovered  for 
the  Dictator's  gratuitous  insult  in 
the  choice  of  the  adjective. 

*  *        * 

J[  MOTORIST  recently  appeared 
in  court  on  his  third  charge  of 
crashing  into  crossing  gates.  One- 
eyed  Connolly  still  considers  his 
reputation  safe,  however, 
now  working  happily  as  a  reporter  *        *        * 

on  an  American  tabloid  newspaper.     "JT  is  better  for  the  people  to  make 
*        *        *  their  own  mistakes,"  said  Presi- 


D  UBBER  floor  coverings  are  now 
available  in  plaids  and  tartans. 
One  advantage  of  the  new  designs  is 
said  to  be  that  no  matter  how  weakly 
supported,  they  will  not  give. 
*        *        * 


dent  Coolidge,  at  Havana,  "than  to 
have  someone  else  make  their  mis- 
takes for  them."  This  is  sound 
American  doctrine,  but  we  hope  the 
sound  did  not  reach  Nicaragua. 
*        *        * 

LJ ERM AN  CATT,  American  fin-       A  CHICAGO  movie-goer    laughed 
ancier,    says    he    considers    the  at   a   subtitle   not    meant   to   be 


stock  market  the  greatest  of  all  games. 
Especially  when  it  might  be  called 
"Puss-in-the-corner." 


HOST: 
GUEST: 


•I'M  SORRY.  BUT  I  HAVEN'T  A  THING  TO  DRINK." 
"HEAVENS!     WHAT  AN  ILL-FURNISHED  HOUSE!" 


funny  and  was  ejected.     A  pleasure- 
loving  Chicagoian  should  not   go  to 

the  theatre,  but  to  the  City  Hall. 

*  *        * 

J'UNNEY  says  he  will 
not  retire  until  he  is 
unconscious.  According  to 
the  best  authorities  on  reform 
that's  a  way  the  younger 
generation  have. 

*  *        * 

Y"HOSE  bitter  -  looking 
people  one  sees  on  our 
streets  these  days  are  the 
misguided  wretches  who 
bought  the  ridiculous,  arch- 
aic, outmoded,  slow,  noisy 
and  expensive  1927  models. 

*  *        * 

J[  SUCCESSFUL  mar- 
riage depends  upon 
team  work,  but  they  had  best 
be  harnessed  in  tandem,  for 
then  they  will  not  be  separ- 
ated by  the  wagon  tongue. 

JOHN    CASLON. 
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Morley 

Callaghan 

THIS  is  about  a  young  man 
named  Morley  Callaghan.  He 
is  twenty-four  years  old  and  lives 
in  Toronto.     He  is  an  author. 

He  is  plump,  soft  of  voice, 
mild  of  manner  and  inexperienced 
in  life.  And  he  has  just  cracked 
New   York   wide   open. 

Within  the  next  few  months 
Scribner's  is  going  to  publish  for 
young  Mr.  Callaghan  three  maga- 
zine stories,  a  book  of  other  short 
stories  and  a  novel.  If  you  know 
the  writing  business — and  if  you 
know  Scribner's — you  will  be 
aware  that  this  is  a  miracle. 

By  next  fall  Callaghan  will  be 
talked  about  from  Florida  to 
Alaska  as  the  discovery  of  the 
year.  Like  Ernest  Hemingway 
and  The  Sun  Also   Rises. 

Callaghan  went  to  Varsity, 
through  St.  Michael's.  He  fin- 
ished four  years  ago  and  got  a  job 
as  reporter  on  one  of  the  four  best 
newspapers  in  Toronto  at  twenty 
dollars  a  week.  He  did  well  at  it 
and  was  raised  to  thirty.  Then  he 
thought  he  would  be  a  lawyer  and 
made  an  arrangement  by  which  he 
worked  with  the  newspaper  three 
afternoons  a  week  for  fifteen 
dollars  and  went  to  Osgoode  the 
rest  of  the  time.  In  the  summer 
he  worked  full  time. 


This  was  very  pleasant 
until  the  third  summer  when 
the  city  editor  told  him  he 
could  write,  maybe,  but  he 
was  no  good.  He  didn't  fit 
to  harness.  He  was  fired  five 
f>s,  times  in  one  week  and  the 
fifth  time  it  took. 

He  had  a  year  to  finish  at 
Osgoode  and  bed  and  meals 
to  buy.  So  he  opened  a 
lending  library.  He  got  a 
basement  room  on  Adelaide 
Street,  near  Bay,  arranged 
for  some  books,  had  some 
bright  yellow  covers  printed 
and  called  it  the  Viking 
Library.  To  help  him  he  got 
a  thin  young  girl  who  smoked 
cigarettes  when  there  were 
no  customers.  She  smoked  a 
lot. 
He  ran  the  Library,  took  lectures 
at  Osgoode,  did  his  time  in  a  law 
office,  and  was  known  to  be  fiddling 
with  writing  stories  in  his  spare 
moments. 

But  he  always  seemed  to  be  at 
the  library.  He  stood  about  inside 
the  shop  with  nothing  to  do. 
He  wore  a  blue  suit  that  had 
become  a  little  tight  for  him; 
his  hair,  which  is  black  and  thick, 
was  usually  untidy ;  his  moustache, 
also  black,  straggled  down  to  curl 
over  the  red  of  his  lip.  He  looked 
indolent,  talked  indolently  about 
nothing,  and  reduced  movement 
to  a  minimum. 

His  friends  liked  him  and  were 
faintly  amused  about  the  stories 
he  seemed  to  be  writing.  He  had 
got  hold  of  some  queer  fat  arty 
magazines  that  nobody  around 
here  ever  heard  of:  This  Quarter, 
from  Italy,  and  Transition,  from 
Paris,  and  The  American  Caravan. 
These  magazines  sometimes  print- 
ed stories  from  him  and  he  would 
get  letters  from  queer  people  and 
be  extremely  proud.  He  used  to 
get  about  eight  dollars  for  his 
stories. 

His  stories  were  very  short  and 
had  no  ending.  That  is  his  theory: 
he  thinks  a  story  should  not  finish: 
it  should  go  on  in  the  imagination 


of  the  reader.  He  used  to  bring 
stories  like  that  to  the  magazine 
editor  of  the  newspaper  where 
he  had  worked  and  they  were 
always   turned   down. 

Apparently  editors  watch  these 
arty  magazines.  A  while  ago  the 
editor  of  Scribner's  came  across 
a  story  in  The  American  Caravan 
called  "Amuck  in  the  Bush."  He 
became  excited  and  wrote  letters 
about  it  until,  through  an  agent, 
he  unearthed  Mr.  Callaghan  in 
his  library  on  Adelaide  Street. 
It  was  suggested  that  Scribner's 
might  like  to  see  some  of  his 
work.     An  unheard  of  thing. 

Callaghan  sent  down  a  couple 
of  stories,  including  The  Predica- 
ment, which  had  been  turned 
down  by  the  editor  in  Toronto, 
and  started  writing  some  more. 
They  sent  for  him  to  come  to 
New  York,  so  he  gathered  up  all 
the  stories  he  had  and  a  novel  he 
had  written  and  went  down.  Scrib- 
ner's kept  him  dangling  for  a  couple 
of  days  and  then  invited  him  to 
luncheon. 

The  luncheon  is  a  Scribner 
tradition.  It  is  their  method  of 
breaking  the  news  to  a  writer 
about  his  work;  he  never  knows 
until  he  sits  at  the  table. 

At  this  luncheon  sat  a  number 
of  literary  notables.  New  Yorkers. 
Among  them  sat  Callaghan,  the 
mild  young  man  from  Toronto, 
endeavouring  to  be  at  ease  and 
nearly  succeeding.  By  the  way  it 
isn't  Calla-han.  It's  Calli-gan. 
Like   Mulligan. 

Perkins  of  Scribner's  began  to 
speak. 

Scribner's  would  like  to  have 
The  Predicament  and  two  other 
stories  in  Scribner's  magazine. 
Three  stories  from  one  writer:  a 
record. 

Scribner's  would  also  like  to 
put  out  a  collection  of  fourteen 
other  short  stories  in  a  book.  A 
book  of  stories  from  an  unknown. 
As  if  he  were  Kipling. 

And  after  that  Scribner's  would 
like    to    publish    the    novel.       The 
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literary  celebrities  knew  that  they 
had  seen  a  miracle. 

"All  right  then.  Thanks,"  Mr. 
Callaghan   said. 

Callaghan  is  finishing  his  final 
examinations  at  Osgoode  this 
spring,  but  he  isn't  going  to  be  a 
lawyer.  He  isn't  going  to  be  a 
reporter   either.  george  holt. 

To  the  Ladies! 

\^/HO   are    not    afraid    of    mice. 
Who  can  make  a  smart  blouse 
out  of  an  old  umbrella. 

Who  can  concede  the  omnipo- 
tence of  a  bridge  hand  that  is  laid 
down  without  requiring  it  to  be 
played  out  to  its  final  trick. 

Who  can  balance  their  cheque 
books. 

Who  can  drive  to  the  railway 
station  without  opening  their 
purses  three  or  four  times  to  make 
sure  of  the  tickets  and  baggage 
checks. 

Who  are  unconscious  of  the 
rouge  on  their  lips. 

Who  can  cite  Balzac  to  their 
purpose. 

Who  can  get  in  and 
out  of  boats  grace- 
fully. 

Who   can   pick    up 


stitches  lost  in  knitting. 

Who  can  get  up  a  delicious  im- 
promptu supper  out  of  an  onion,  a 
spear  of  romaine,  the  meat  left 
from  last  night's  dinner  and  a  tin 
of  lobster  paste. 

Who  sit  unmoved  when  a  tray  of 
cocktails  (which,  after  all,  is  more 
important  than  the  ceiling)  falls. 

Who  are  not  afraid  to  cross  the 
street. 

Who  can  go  on  a  diet  without 
mentioning  it. 

Who  do  not  plunge  into  minor 
suits  when  sitting  on  the  left  of  a 
no-trump. 

Who  know  a  bad  cut  of  beef 
when  they  see  it. 


Who  pour  tea  casually. 

Who  return  the  handkerchiefs 
you  lend  them. 

Who  know  what  they  want  to 
eat  when  they  pick  up  a  restaurant 
menu. 

Who  do  not  present  a  complete 
change  of  front  when  a  man  comes 
into  the  room. 

Who  manage  their  children  with 
a  hand  of  iron  in  a  velvet  glove. 

Who  can  be  trusted  to  select 
lampshades. 

Who  keep  the  broad  "A"  in  its 
proper  place. 

Who  do  not  overdo  the  ver- 
mouth. 

Whose  health,  as  a  topic  of  con- 
versation, is  unfailingly  perfect. 

BAIRD  LEONARD. 
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NOW.   I   AM   VERY   PARTICULAR  ABOUT  MY  HATS!- 
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See  the  Conquering  Aero  Conies! 

WITH  APOLOGIES  TO  COLONEL  LINDBERGH.  TO  THE  AMERICAN  PRESS.  TO  THE 
LEAGUE  OF  NATIONS.  TO  EVERYBODY 


International  Friendship  — Price- 
less boom  (not  bomb)  dropped  on 
various  nations  by  Colonel  Lind- 
bergh. 

France — Area  in  Europe  on 
which  Colonel  Lindbergh  alighted. 

Italy,  Asia,  Australia,  etc. — Un- 
known countries  not  yet  discovered 
by  Colonel  Lindbergh. 

Government — Body  of  people,  or 
collection  of  officials  with  whom 
Colonel  Lindbergh    shakes    hands. 

Central  America — Country  con- 
verted to  Christianity  by  Colonel 
Lindbergh. 

Christopher  Columbus — Father  of 
Colonel  Lindbergh. 

C  an  a  d  a — Unknown  country 
practically     never      flown     at     by 


\EROPLANE- 

J^{  Jz$  Machine  used  by 
g^^  C  (\  Colonel  Lindbergh 
f^^^%a,  t  for  travel  in  the  air. 
^>%  H  i  Air— T  hat  in 
which  Colonel 
Lindbergh  flies. 

Nation — A  ny  community 
or  body  of  people  over  whom 
Colonel  Lindbergh  flies. 

Atlantic — Name  given  to  ocean 
over  which  Colonel  Lindbergh  flew; 
see  also  Lindbergh  Ocean. 

Clouds — Masses  of  vapor  or  gas 
moving  about  Lindbergh. 

Bravery — Quality  possessed  by 
Colonel  Lindbergh. 

Nicaragua — Name  given  to 
country  in  honor  of  Colonel 
Lindbergh's  landing  on  it. 


Lines  Written  With  the 
Heat  Off 

^HILE  you  and  I 

Lament  and  sigh 
And     freeze     against     our 

wishes 
No  savage  wind 
Will  be  unkind 
To  little  eels  and  fishes. 


It's  obvious 

That  most  of  us 

Are  basking  in  false  glory. 

Oh  my,  oh  me, 

How  warm  I'd  be 

If  I  here  piscatory. 

Ah,  lucky  soles! 
Their  nests  and  shoals 
Are  uniformly  heated. 
No  bitter  gales 
Assault  their  scales. 
Thus    Winter's    will's    de- 
feated. 


They  swim  around 
Without  a  sound 
In  warm  aquariumses. 
At  us  I  s'pose 
They'd  thumb  a  nose 
If  only  fish  had  thumbses. 

PARKE    CUMMINGS. 


Goblin   Contributors 


CARROLL  CARROLL 
pROM  passion  to  the  gentler  scenes 

Through  movie  palaces  he  goes, 
Shows  us  the  best  upon  the  screens 
And  screens  us  from  the  worst  of  shows. 


Colonel  Lindbergh;  rapidly  sinking 

into  barbarism. 

Circulation — Number  of  copies   of 

newspaper    sold    by  inserting  four 

columns    of    news    about    Colonel 

Lindbergh. 

Future     Where     Colonel      Lind- 
bergh is  going  next — or  sometime. 
*  *  * 

And  yet,  after  all,  let  the  boy  go 
on  flying.  I  am  sure  he's  doing 
good — and  helping  the  newspapers, 

tOO.  — STEPHEN    LEACOCK. 

To  Last  Evening's  Bridge 
Partner 

TIME  is  precious,  life  is  fleeting. 

Those  who  go  to  bed  with  aces 

Should,  on  Final  Judgment  meeting. 

Be  consigned  to  Certain  Places. 

— p.c. 

#        #        * 

Proof 

"Do  you  mean  to  say  that  stuff 
will  remove  my  beard  if  I 
just  pour  it  on  my  face?" 
"Absolutely;  the  other 
day  the  boss  spilled  some 
on  the  rug  and  the  next 
morning  when  we  came  in, 
we  found  linoleum. 


Natural  History 

Teacher — "Rastus,  what 
animal  is  most  noted  for 
its  fur?" 

Rastus — "De  skunk;  de 
more  fur  you  gits  away 
from  him  de  better  it  is 
fur  you." 

Statistics 

Mr.  Rook  was  reading 
statistics  in  the  newspaper. 

"In  New  York  a  child 
is  born  every  two  minutes," 
he  announced. 

"Good  heavens!"  ex- 
claimed his  wife  in  horror. 
"And     we're    planning     to 

stay  there  two  weeks! 

*        *        * 

Disguised 

Young  Lady:  "Were  you 
pleased  with  the  new  school 
to-day,  Tommy?" 

Little  Tommy:  "Naw. 
Dey  made  me  wash  me  face 
an'  when  I  got  home  de 
dorg  bit  me  cause  he  didn't 
know  me." 
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•AND  IF  ANYTHING  GOES  WRONG  IN  THE  MINES.  OF  COURSE  WE  HAVE  ONLY  TO  SEND  TO  PITTSBURG  FOR  AN 

UP-TO-DATE  RESCUE  CREW." 


GgtBILDfiO 
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potage  cansidien 


Hint 


LXHIS  incident  is  passed 
along  in  the  interests 
of  lonely  Lotharios 
stranded  in  strange 
hotels.  At  a  recent 
fancy-dress  ball  in  a 
well-known  hotel — one  of  those 
balls  which  seem  somehow  to 
straggle  all  over  the  premises — 
one  youth  from  a  distant  town, 
finding  himself  without  a  lady  fair, 
adopted  the  strategem  of  affixing 
to  the  door  of  his  room  a  sign  read- 
ing "Ladies'  Room."  Close  friends 
report  complete  success. 

Prediction 

\A/E  predict  that  before  many 
more  decades  Canada  will 
be  known  as  the  country  in  which 
the  purest  English  is  spoken.  All 
the  major  languages  of  the  world 
to-day  are  in  the  process  of 
degeneration  through  the  introduc- 
tion of  slang  and  the  general 
acceptance  of  ungrammatical 
shortcuts  comparable  to  such 
phrases  as  "he  don't"  and  the 
indiscriminate  use  of  the  present 
tense  in  English.  In  England  the 
lusty  slang  of  the  turf  and  the 
colourful  argot  of  theatre,  night 
club  and  the  trenches  have  made 
such  inroads  into  the  language 
of  Parliament  that  before  long 
it  will  be  necessary  for  the  news- 
papers to  employ  translators  for 
the  benefit  of  the  general  public. 
In  the  United  States  no  such  diffi- 
culty arises,  as  politicians  have 
for  the  most  part  so  familiarized 
themselves  with  the  vulgate  as 
to  be  comprehended  generally. 
So  far  Canada  has  produced  practi- 


cally no  slang  of  her 
own.  As  is  economically 
sound,  with  the  foreign 
product  obtainable  in 
such  vast  quantities, 
home  production  is 
neglected.  This  fact, 
however,  precludes  the 
possibility  of  perman- 
ence. Such  a  deluge  of 
extraneous  slang  comes 
over  our  borders  that  practically 
none  of  it  is  digested.  The  Nifty 
that  was  The  Berries  two  years 
ago  is  now  Old  Hat  or  completely 
Napoo. 

Freed  from  this  destructive  in- 
fluence, the  English  grammar  of 
Victorian  days  finds  its  strongest 
citadel  upon  these  Northern  shores. 
And  it  is  in  Canada  that  the 
archaeologist  of  the  future  whose 
pick  crashes  through  the  roof  of 
the  College  Street  Library  will 
find  the  rudiments  for  the  only 
acceptable  textbook  of  the  Ancient 
English  Grammar  which  will  be 
the  rack  upon  which  the  myriad 
school  boys  of  the  dim  future  will 
lie  in   torture. 

Suggestions  for  a  Canadian 

Credo 
THAT     the     City    of      Toronto, 
while   claiming   to     be   an   ex- 
ample in  piety,  is  really  a  hot-bed 
of  iniquity. 

That  in  the  City  of  Montreal, 
which  makes  no  claims  whatsoever, 
you  will  find  the  virtues  in  their 
finest    efflorescence. 

That  when  it  rains  in  Van- 
couver it  doesn't  wet  you. 

That  the  climate  is  so  exceedingly 
dry  in  Winnipeg,  that  no  matter 
how  cold   it  gets  nobody  worries. 

That  the  Gaelic  inhabitants  of 
Quebec  recognize  no  one  as  a 
Canadian  unless  he  can  speak 
French. 

That  all  girls  from  the  Southern 
American  States  are  beautiful  and 
langorous;  that  they  will  fall  into 
the  arms  of  the  first  youth  that 
comes  along  and  pet  to  a  fare-thee- 
well. 


That  co-eds  at  Canadian  colleges 
are  a  pretty  plain  lot  who  event- 
ually turn  out  to  be  school  teach- 
ers, librarians  or  Ladies'  Aid  Soci- 
ety secretaries. 

That  co-eds  at  American  colleges 
are  a  flask-toting,  rip-snorting 
bunch  of  bobbed-hair  bandits  who 
would  as  soon  be  seen  wearing  a 
skirt  longer  than  one  inch  above 
the  stocking  top  as  wearing  noth- 
ing at  all. 

That  Newfoundland  is  really  a 
tenth  province,  but  that  the  people 
there  are  just  too  stubborn  to 
admit  it. 

That  if  you  have  had  a  drink  of 
whiskey  and  eat  oysters  you  will 
die. 

That  a  Canadian  officer  of  the 
law,  no  matter  what  his  ante- 
cedents or  qualifications  for  his 
job,  is  absolutely  incorruptible. 

That  all  Americans  are  secretly 
jealous  of  us  because  we  owe 
allegiance  to  a  king,  and  that  they 
will  pledge  their  town  houses  for 
a  seat  at  dinner  near  a  guest  whose 
blood  contains  the  slightest  drop 
of  blue. 

That  any  Canadian  going  to 
the  United  States  can  pick  up  a 
job  the  first  day  at  a  salary  far 
in  advance  of  what  he  or  she  has 
been  getting. 

That  all  big  commercial  institu- 
tions in  the  United  States  depend 
upon  some  clever  Scotch-Canadian 
in  the  firm  for  their  real  guidance. 

That  all  expatriated  Canadians 
in  the  United  States,  including 
Mary  Pickford,  only  stay  away 
through  commercial  necessity,  and 
would  rush  back  immediately  if 
they  had  their  own  way. 

That  the  Border  Cities  have  a 
great  future. 

That  most  English  people  still 
refer  to  us  as  "Colonials." 

That  a  Russian  violinist  or 
sculptor  is  a  very  dangerous  fellow 
and  should  never  be  allowed  alone, 
even  for  one  minute,  with  the  eldest 
marriageable  daughter. 

That  a  Frenchman  is  even 
worse. 
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That  a  novel,  written  by  a  Cana- 
dian, unless  it  has  received  much 
American  advertising,  is  apt  to  be 
pretty  poor  stuff,  but  should  be 
bought  anyway  for  patriotic  rea- 
sons. 

That  a  Canadian  university  de- 
gree represents  a  true  liberal  edu- 
cation. 

That  an  American  university 
degree  has  probably  been  obtained 
through  a  course  in  Salesmanship 
or  Hotel  Management. 

That  the  holder  of  an  English 
university  degree  knows  as  much 
as  any  Canadian  professor. 

That  any  university  degree  is  a 
great  help  in  life. 

That  all  Canadian  bootleggers 
have  now  retired  and  are  living  on 
their  country  estates. 

That  T.  L.  Church  is  a  politician. 

That  a  humorous  magazine 
should  be  educational  as  well  as 
amusing. 

That  a  flag  on  the  radiator  cap 
of  an  automobile  is  very  bad  taste, 
but  a  red  and  blue  pennant  of  your 
home  town  over  the  back  window 
adds  a  touch  of  elan. 

That  a  Y.M.C.A.  membership 
will  charm  the  devil  away. 

Helpful  Hints 

AT  the  risk  of  being  considered 
choleric,  we  cannot  resist  mak- 


he  climbed  up  on  the  table  and  fell 
backwards  into  the  goldfish  bowl! 
Really,  he's  a  scream!  You  ought 
to  get  him  working  for  you."  We 
regret  that  at  present  we  are  en- 
tirely unequipped  with  goldfish 
bowls,  the  nearest  approach  being 
the  wastepaper  basket,  and  it's  full 
already. 

Cutting 

A  PARTY  of  men  were  playing 
poker  in  the  vast  library  of  the 
pretentious  new  home  when  one  of 
the  players  asked  to  be  dealt  out 
for  a  few  rounds.  "What's  the 
matter?"  the  host  asked  anxiously. 
"Oh,  maybe  it  will  change  my  luck 
if  I  stay  out  a  few  hands,"  said  the 
guest,  and  added:  "I'll  just  go 
around  and  cut  the  leaves  of  some 
of  your  books  here." 

Gallant 

/""\NE  of  those  beaux  sabreurs 
who  drive  taxis  took  an  ill- 
tempered  lady  home  from  Front 
Street  one  rainy  night.  He  dusted 
off  the  back  seat  for  her,  got  out  in 
the  rain  and  tightened  a  rattling 
window,  performed  other  little  ser- 
vices, and  when  she  descended  he 


ing  a  protest  against  the  well- 
intentioned  friend  who  says,  "Say, 
do  you  know  Charlie  Yifnif?  You 
certainly  ought  to  get  him  to  write 
for  your  little  magazine!  He's 
really  the  funniest  fellow!  Why, 
the  other  night  at   the   McSwill's 


squired  her  to  her  door,  holding  an 
umbrella.  She  gave  him  the  eighty- 
five  cents  the  meter  ticked  off  and 
two  pennies  besides.  With  a  low 
bow  he  returned  the  coppers. 
"Madam,"  he  said,  "I  have  never 
deprived  an  old  lady  yet  of  her 
morning  paper  and  I  don't  intend 
to  start  now." 

Quest 

AN  idealist  from  birth,  we  have 
always  gone  a-questing.     Per- 
haps it  is  just  as  well  that  fulfil- 


ment has  not  come  our  way.  We 
still  hope,  however,  for  the  efful- 
gent day  when  we  shall  find  a 
restaurant  whose  French-fried  po- 
tatoes are  cooked  right  through, 
which  does  not  stick  parsley  in  the 
middle  of  every  dish,  where  the 
waiters  look  just  a  little  less  high- 
hat  than  the  guests,  where  the 
waitresses  appear  neither  to  have 
just  been  drinking  out  of  the  catsup 
bottle  nor  to  have  left  the  decor- 
ative scheme  entirely  to  the  mur- 
als, where  the  hat-check  girl  does 
not  submit  one  to  the  embarrass- 
ment of  reaching  under  one's  top 
coat  to  yank  down  one's  suit  coat, 
where  on  complaining  that  one's 
poached  eggs  are  cold  the  waiter 
does  not  test  them  with  the  back 
of  his  index  finger,  where  the  label- 
led catsup  bottles  are  not  refilled 
with  the  management's  own  infer- 
ior product,  where  the  cash  desk 
is  not  the  first  object  to  greet  the 
eye — with  consequent  loss  of  appe- 
tite, where  the  head  waiter  deems 
it  unnecessary  to  make  you  aware 
of  his  authority  by  belligerently 
rebuking  your  waiter  within  ear- 
shot, and  where  the  orchestra  does 
not  play  the  Indian  Love  Lyrics. 

Service 

CINCERELY  desirous  of  pro- 
longing the  life  of  our  readers, 
for  business  and  altruistic  reasons, 
we  have  compiled,  from  late  news- 
papers, a  helpful  report  showing 
what  keeps  people  alive.  Teku 
Oglia  Ali  Agha,  147,  ascribes  his 
longevity  to  the  ownership  of  a 
large  harem.  Dr.  Annie  Besant, 
80,  eats  no  meat  and  drinks  no 
liquor.  Mrs.  L.  Levapresto,  106. 
drinks  wine  only  (she  drank  water 
once  and  it  made  her  sick).  Mich- 
ael Bolton,  80,  has  smoked  a  corn- 
cob since  early  youth  and  drinks  a 
little  whiskey  daily.  Mrs.  Sarah 
J.  Irwin,  100,  sleeps  with  closed 
bedroom  windows.  Dr.  Edwin 
Pye  Turner  Onslow  Osbaldeston, 
95,  hasn't  been  to  church  in 
seventy-five  years  and  believes 
Jehovah  is  with  him.  Nancy  Black- 
squirrel  Nullier,  1  I  5,  chews  tobacco 
and  has  for  a  long  time.  James 
McCann,  115,  has  drunk  moder- 
ately since  the  age  of  nine.  Mrs. 
Minor  P.  Webster,  100,  has  regular 
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habits  of^eating  and  sleeping.  To 
these  wejadd,  in  conclusion,  our 
own  testimonial.  We  are  twenty- 
eight  years  old  and  have  never 
ddne  a  day's  work.  With  thesefacts 
as  a  guide,  any  reader  should  be 
able  to  add  at  least  twenty  years 
to  his  life,  provided  he  thinks  it's 
worth  the  effort  and  can  support  a 
large  harem. 

Her  Finnish  Finish 
17  VEN  the  most  casual  observer 
has  become  aware  of  the  re- 
cent influx  of  Finnish  serving  girls 
into  eastern  Canada.  The  pro- 
ficiency in  English  among  these 
willing  workers  may  be.  safely 
characterized  as  purely  nominal. 
In  at  least  one  instance  it  has  had 
a  salutary  effect.  A  fair  and 
newly  introduced  guest  at  an  after- 
noon bridge  party  was  engaged  in 
the  painful  process  of  high-hatting 
her  newly-made  acquaintances. 
Her  rhetoric  was  so  high-flown  and 
academic  that  doubt  arose  as  to  her 
own  ability  to  understand  it.  Her 
accent  was  of  that  delightful  Ox- 
ford variety  so  easily  acquired  by 
three  weeks  in  England.  Her  pro- 
nouncements contained  more 
French  phrases  than  a  perfume 
advertisement.  Finally,  on  being 
pressed  (Goodness  knows  why!)  to 


stay  for  dinner, 
she  rose  magnifi- 
cently and  an- 
nounced that  it 
would  be  "essential 
that  the  servants 
be  informed  of  the 
projected  altera- 
tions in  the  pro- 
gramme.'' Going 
to  the  phone  the 
dulcet  tones  were 
heard  in  the 
following  speech: 
"Hallo,  Annie? 
This  Mrs.  Mac- 
Donee  speak.  Mis' 
MacDonee  not 

come     home     din- 
din,  No.      No  din- 
din  nightie.      Bye- 
bye.  Night-night.'' 
As  the  goddess  left  the  telephone, 
her    clay    feet    no    longer    trod    on 
anyone's  toes. 

On  Travel 

|  RAVEL  can  never  mean  as 
much  to  the  truly  beautiful 
and  attractive  woman  as  it  does  to 
•  her  less  gifted  sister.  A  dull  de- 
butante is  without  honor  in  her 
own  city,  but  let  someone  suggest 
that  "a  girl  from  Ottawa"  or  any 
other  comparatively  distant  point 
will  be  on  the  party,  and  the  eligible 
and  ineligible  invitation-seeking 
males  will  keep  the  host's  telephone 
buzzing  like  a  busy  dentist's  drill. 
To  be  sure,  even  the  exquisite 
damsel  benefits  from  such  an  ad- 
vantage, but  what  is  the  signifi- 
cance of  a  few  points  rise  to  a  man 
who  has  cornered  the  market?  It 
is  to  the  ill-favored  wench  that  the 
rarer  atmosphere  of  conquest  is 
like  champagne. 

She  Didn't  Believe  It! 

PERHAPS  you've  heard  the 
story  of  the  young  man  who 
got  a  position  with  the  E.  B.  Eddy 
Co.,  and  his  84-year-old  grand- 
mother. The  grandmother  was 
very  deaf.  The  boy's  aunt  under- 
took to  tell  her  about  his  new  job. 

"Bill's  going  to  work  in  Hull, 
Quebec,  for  the  E.  B.  Eddy  Co.," 
she  said. 

"What  did  you  say?"  asked  the 
old  lady. 

"Bill  has  a  new  job  with  theEddy 


Co.   in   Hull,"    repeated   the  other. 

"Eh?  What's  that  about  Bill?" 
queried    the    grandmother. 

The  boy's  aunt  took  a  deep 
breath.  "Bill's  going  to  Hull,"  she 
shouted. 

The  old  lady  sat  back  in  her  chair 
and  smiled. 

"Oh,  nonsense,  Myra,"  she  said, 
with  a  chuckle.  "They've  all  got 
to  sow  a  few  wild  oats,  you  know!" 

Suggestion 

|NEBRIATION  is  not  necessar- 
ily reprehensible.  A  good  party 
two  or  three  times  a  month,  say, 
featuring  a  more  or  less  decorous 
state  of  intoxication,  serves  often 
as  a  needful  mental  and  emotional 
housecleaning.  One  fault  only  may 
be  scored  against  this  theory  in 
the  minds  of  converts  to  this 
government-controlled  age.  It  is 
undefined,  somewhat  vague  and 
dependent  upon  individual  judg- 
ment. To  satisfy  the  advocates  of 
regulation,  drinking  cards  might  be 
issued  in  which  holes  might  be 
punched  by  policemen,  aldermen, 
street-car  conductors  and  taxi- 
drivers — a  punch  for  a  pickle — - 
limited  to  three  cataclysms  a 
month.  Safeguard:  when  the  holes 
punched  in  the  drinking  card  ap- 
peared double,  the  drinker  would 
automatically  stop. 

—JOSEPH   EASTON   McDOUGALL. 
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Absent-minded  Auctioneer  (uncertain  as  to  next  lot):   "Now.  gentlemen,  what  am  I   bid  for   this  next  lot  ...  .  er" 

Assistant  (helpfully):  "Three  spades." 

Absent-minded  Auctioneer:   "Thank  you,  sir.      Three  spades  bid,  gentlemen.      Will  anyone  say  three  no  trump?" 


Social  Evasions 

TEN  WAYS  TO  AVOID  EMBARRASS- 
MENT OVER  NOT  HAVING  ANSWERED 
THAT  LETTER 

J-JONESTLY,  I'm  ashamed  of 
myself.  I've  started  no  less 
than  five  letters  to  you  and  each 
time  I've  been  interrupted  before  I 
could  finish  one  of  them!" 

"If  you  want  the  truth,  I've  been 
putting  it  off  until  I  had  a  whole 
stack  of  things  to  write  about.  I 
love  a  good,  newsy  letter  myself, 
and  I  know  you  do,  too." 

"It's  positively  shameful,  but 
isn't  it  true  that  one's  closest 
friends  have  to  pay  the  price  of 
being  left  till  last?" 

"Why,  that's  strange,  I  never  re- 
ceived it.  No,  the  last  one  I  got 
from  you  was — let's  see,  now — oh, 
yes,  way  back  in  the  spring.  Per- 
haps you  directed  it  to  my  old 
address." 

"I  know  it  sounds  trite,  but  I've 
been  simply  snowed  under  the  last 


few  months.  Been  working  morn- 
ing, noon,  and  night.  I'm  afraid 
to  meet  anybody  face  to  face  any 
more." 

"You  won't  believe  this,  but  I 
wrote  and  sealed  a  long,  long  letter 
to  you,  weeks  ago.  I  left  it  on  the 
desk  until  I  could  dig  up  a  stamp, 
and  the  maid  must  have  thrown  it 
into  the  wastebasket.  I  was  fur- 
ious!" 

"Say,  I'm  certainly  glad  to  see 
you  again.  I've  had  several  im- 
portant matters  I  wanted  to  talk 
over,  for  a  long,  long  time.  What's 
that?  Well,  I  was  afraid  to  trust 
them  to  the  mails — you  know  how 
unreliable  they're  apt  to  be." 

"It's  so  good  to  see  you  again- 
and  tell  me,  first  of  all,  what  your 
address     is!        I     mislaid     it,     and 
haven't   been   able   to   drop  you   a 
line  since  your  last  letter  came." 

"What?  /  owe  you  a  letter? 
One  of  us  is  way  off  on  that,  and  I 
have  a  pretty  good  idea  which 
one!    Hahaha.     You  always  were  a 


great  hand  to  get  in  the  first  blow, 
weren't  you?" 

These  are  all  good  stock  stand- 
bys,  but  when  suddenly  confronted 
the  chances  are  ten  to  one  that  you 
will  flop  into  the  same  feeble  false- 
hood that  most  of  us  do. 

"What?  You  never  got  it?  Why, 
I  wrote  you  the  day  after  yours 
came!     I  can't  understand  it." 

STANLEY    JONES. 

*  *  * 

Treasure  Hunt 

Wicked  men  are  faithless. 

Faithful  men  are  grim; 
I  have  never  found 

That  enchanted  Him 
Who  would  never  care 

How  his  sisters  live, 
Or  take  from  me  on  Thursday 

More  than  I  would  give. 
I  have  never  found 

That  enchanted  middle 
That  lies  between  a  church  pew 

And  a  gypsy's  fiddle! 

DOROTHY    DOW- 
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The  Time  We  Bought  My  Suit 


/ 


-V 


y?  T  was  eleven  o'clock 
when     George     tele- 


phoned.  He  said, 
you  went  pretty  big 
last  night,  how  do 
you  feel?  And  I 
said,  oh  great,  thanks,  how  are 
you?  and  George  said,  I'm  splen- 
did, thanks,  how  about  us  having 
lunch  together  and  fooling  round 
or  something. 

So  I  said,  to  be  quite  honest, 
George,  I  do  feel  a  little  tired  and 
I  think  I'd  better  go  home  this 
afternoon  and  have  a  sleep,  and 
George  said  that's  a  fine  thing  for 
a  Saturday  afternoon;  I  suppose 
you're  going  to  eat  anyway,  I'll 
come  round  for  you.  All  right,  I 
said. 

So  after  a  while  George  came 
into  the  office  and  he  didn't  look 
nearly  as  well  as  I'd  expected  and 
he  said  it's  a  funny  thing,  I  felt 
pretty  well  this  morning,  but  I'm 
sort  of  sunk  now,  what  would  you 
say  about  having  one  and  then 
getting  some  lunch,  we'd  feel  bet- 
ter; and  I  said,  I  never  take  any- 
thing before  lunch,  George,  it's  a 
rule  of  mine,  and  George  said,  I 
know,  but  this  isn't  for  pleasure, 
it's  for  a  tonic.  All  right  then,  I 
said. 

So  we  got  into  George's  car  and 
went  over  to  his  office,  and  he  un- 
locked his  desk,  and  we  had  one 
with  some  water  and  George  said 
you  don't  look  yourself,  we'd  better 
have  another  one,  and  I  said,  you 
don't  look  well  either,  George.  So 
we  sat  there  for  a  while  and  George 
said  you  look  better  now,  how  do 
I  look?  And  I  said,  better, 
George,  and  George  said  I  feel 
better,  too. 

So  we  sat  a  while  longer  and  I 
said  it's  a  great  thing  to  feel  well, 
and  George  said,  yes,  I've  a  good 
notion  to  look  after  myself,  and  I 
said  I  make  a  rule  to  do  exercises 
every  morning  when  I  get  up,  and 
George  said  what  do  you  do,  and 
I  said,  touch  my  toes  ten  times, 
and  George  said,  do  you  ever  fall 
over,  and  I  said  in  the  summer  I 
take  a  cold  bath. 


George  said  that    sort  of  thing's 
no  good,  it's  not  like  getting  out- 
doors;    what   you   ought   to   do   is 
play  golf  this  spring,  and   I  said  I 
don't  like  gawf,   and   George  said 
that  doesn't    matter,    you 
ought  to  guard  your  health 
because  you're  only  young 
once    and    if     you're    not 
careful      you'll      have      a 
nervous  breakdown  or  con- 
sumption,    the    way     you 
sit    around    smoking,   and 
I  said  I  feel  all  right. 

And  George  said  that's 
just  the  deceptive  nature 
of  things  like  that,  you  feel  all  right 
one  day  and  the  next  day  you  may 
be  dead,  you're  just  the  type  that 
goeslikethat.you  ought  toplaygolf. 
And  I  said  all  right,  then,  I  will, 
and  George  said  we'll  play  this 
afternoon,  and  I  said  I  haven't  any 
clothes,  and  George  said  what  we'd 
better  do  is  go  right  over  to  Ritter's 
now  and  buy  a  nice  suit  for  you 
and  then  we  can  play.  All  right, 
I  said,  and  I  can  wear  it  to  the 
office,  too. 

So  we  had  one  to  finish  with  and 
got  into  George's  car  and  went  over 
to  Ritter's  and  when  we  got  in  the 
store  George  said,  I  want  to  buy  a 
golf  suit  for  my  young  son,  here, 
where's  Mr.  Ritter?  and  the  man 
said  Mr.  Ritter's  just  gone  to  the 
basement,  sir,  and  George  said 
what  for?  and  the  man  said  he's 
looking  at  the  stock  room,  sir,  and 
George  said  we'd  better  help  him. 

So  we  went  down  some  stairs  and 
there  were  a  lot  of  boxes  and  we 
went  through  some  rooms  and 
George  said  there  he  is,  you'll  like 
this  fellow,  and  he  was  a  short,  fat 
man  with  a  red  face  and  bald,  and 
he  said  hello,  George,  and  George 
said  we  came  down  to  help  you, 
and  I  said  I'm  going  to  play  golf 
and  Ritter  said  ha  ha. 

What  are  you  doing  down  here 
George  said,  and  Ritter  said  well 
as  a  matter  of  fact  I  just  slipped 
down  for  a  minute  to  take  a  little 
something  for  my  cold,  and  George 
said  we'll  help  you. 

So    we   were   down    there    for    a 


while  and  then  we  came  up  the 
stairs  and  Ritter  said  he  would 
give  my  suit  his  personal  attention 
and  his  face  was  sort  of  redder,  and 
he  called  a  couple  of  men  and  told 
them  to  bring  out  something  in 
checks.  So  I  put  on  a  suit  and 
George  said  very  dashing,  and 
Ritter  said  he  has  It  in  a  suit  like 
that  and  I  looked  in  the  glass  and 
it  was  sort  of  funny. 

It's  green  I  said  and  George  said 
well  why  not  and  Ritter  said  this 
is  spring.     All  right,  then,  I  said. 

I  want  a  pair  of  pyjamas  George 
said,  green  ones.  Silk  I  said,  and 
George  said  yes  and  I'll  buy  a  tie 
I  think.  So  Ritter  got  a  pair  of 
pyjamas  and  they  were  quite  nice 
ones  with  stripes  in  them  and  a 
yellow  collar  and  George  said 
lovely. 

We'd  better  take  everything 
with  us  I  said  and  George  said  yes, 
and  don't  bother  wrapping  them 
because  we  have  the  car  and  I  said 
I'm  hungry. 

We  didn't   have   time  for  lunch 
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George  said,  and  Ritter  said  why 
don't  you  go  over  to  the  tea  dance 
and  George  said  that  is  the  remark 
of  a  great  executive  mind,  so  we 
got  the  things  in  the  car  and  drove 
over  to  the  hotel. 

We  can't  leave  our  things  out 
here  George  said,  and  I  said  I  m 
going  to  take  my  suit  in  anyway, 
so  we  went  in  and  got  in  an 
elevator  and  there  were  a  lot  of 
people  in  it  and  George  said  would 
you  like  to  look  at  my  new  pyjamas 
and  the  man  said  this  car  is  full, 
gentlemen,  next  car  please,  and 
George  said  if  you  aren't  careful 
we'll  walk  up. 

So  we  got  in  another  car  and  it 
was  empty,  and  when  we  got  up 
to  the  cloak  room  the  girl  said  will 
you  leave  those  things,  too,  and 
George  said  it's  too  bad  you're  not 
wearing  that  suit,  why  don't  you 
slip  into  the  washroom  and  change 
and  you  can  leave  your  other 
clothes  here?  All  right  then,  I 
said. 

So  I  went  into  the  washroom  and 
put  on  my  new  golf  suit,  and 
George  said  it's  a  knockout,  but 
it's  too  bad  we  forgot  to  get  the 
stockings,  and  I  said  I  don't  want 
to  be  too  perfect  and  George  said 
I  love  these  pyjamas,  I  want  to 
show  them  to  the  waiter. 

So  we  left  my  clothes  with  the 
hat  check  girl  and  went  into  the 
room  and  there  was  a  crowd  danc- 
ing, and  George  went  up  to  the 
orchestra  and  said  look  at  my 
pyjamas,  and  I  said,  look,  I'm 
going  to  play  golf,  and  the  orches- 
tra man  said  look  out,  here  comes 
the  manager.  And  a  man  came 
up  sort  of  mad  and  looked  at  my 
legs  and  he  said,  you  can't  come  in 
here  like  this  you  know,  it's  dis- 
graceful, you'll  have  to  leave. 
That's  his  new  suit,  George  said, 
you  don't  appreciate  the  finer 
things. 

So  we  went  down  to  the  lobby 
and  got  some  sandwiches  in  the 
drug  store  and  then  we  went  up  to 
the  apartment  and  we  had  a  lot  of 
fun  that  night,  and  Monday  morn- 
ing I  got  my  clothes  back  from  the 
hat  check  girl. 

GEOFFREY    MARSH. 


Advice 

Dear  Mrs.  Morris:  When  I  am  with  a 
lady,  on  which  side  should  I  sit  in  theatres 
and  cars?     Charlie  H.  K. 

In  theatres  you  should  sit  nearest  the 
aisle;  in  subways,  trolleys,  or  taxicabs 
you  should  sit  on  the  lady's  left  hand. — 
Adcice  Column  in  the  Daily  Mirror. 

Be  nonchalant.      Light  a  Murad 

and  sit  on  her  lap. 

*        *        * 

Careless 

"Someone  told  my  Pat  that  he 
could  get  his  pants  pressed  by 
allowing  a  steam  roller  to  run  over 
them"  said  Bridget  weepingly. 

"Well,  what  of  it." 

"Pat  forgot  to  take  the  pants 
off." 

Poetic  Justice 

Jones:  "I  see  the  women  are 
patronizing  the  barber  shops  as 
much  as  the  men  nowadays. 

Green:  "Yes,  and  doesn't  it 
serve  some  of  these  talkative 
barbers  right?" 


We  Thought  So 

At  the  behest  of  his  best  friends 
and  severest  critics,  Joe  Callem,  the 
big  league  umpire,  agreed  to  have 
his  eyesight  tested  by  an  optician. 
A  delegation  accompanied  him  to 
the  latter's  office  for  the  vindica- 
tion. 

"Read  those  figures  on  the  black- 
board, Mr.  Callem,"  said  the  opti- 
cian. 

"Wot    blackboard?"    demanded 

Joe. 

*        *       * 

Clevah! 

Proud  Mother — My  little  daugh- 
ter can  spell  her  name  backwards. 

Bored  Listener — But  she  is  so 
young.     What  is  her  name? 

P.M.— Anna. 


COME  ON.  BILLi  THERE  AINT  BEEN  ONE  OF  THEM  FALL  THIS  YEAR. 
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]\flOS'  funny  story  I  was  hear 

I  hear  de  odder  day. 
She's  'bout  a  man  name  Henri 
Who  was  soon  be  marier. 

He'll  not  be  marry  now,  for  sure, 
My  fren',  I'll  tole  to  you, 
For  he  was  make  mos'  fool  mistake 
Dat  ever  man  can  do. 

He's  got  mail  order  catalogue 
From  up  Ontario, 
An'  all  dat  fancy  good  inside 
She's  mark  away  down  low. 


When  he  was  see  dat  cheap  stuff 

dare 
He  make  da  laff  and  say, 
"Be  gosh,  I'll  get  de  present  now 
For  when  I'm  marier." 

He  pick  da  ring  for  fifty  cent 
For  give  it  to  his  girl, 
An  brooch,  for  t'irty-five  cent  more, 
All  set  wit'  little  pearl. 

Den  he  was  turn  anodder  page 
An  make  da  great  big  laff 


When  he  was  see  some  trouser  dare     And  put  her  on  de  envelope 
Mark  dollar  an  a  haff.  What's  address  to  Julie  Ann. 


"By  gar,"  he  say,  "dose  pants  she's 

cheap, 
I'll  get  meself  one  pair. 
Of  all  da  cheap  stuff  on  dis  book 
Dat's  sure  best  bargain  dare." 

And  so  he  take  de  order  sheet 
An  write  Iak  dis  in  it: 
"Send  me  your  trouser  right  away 
To  see  if  day  will  fit. 

Day  must  be  stylish  trouser 
An'  not  look  like  ole  sack. 
If  you  won't  guarantee  dis  good 
I  want  me  money  back." 

Den  he  was  buy  some  more  cheap 

stuff 
Bout  two,  tree  dollar  more 
For  Henri  is  mos'  stingy  man 
I  never  see  before. 

And  while  he  has  de  paper  dare 
Also  da  pen  an  ink 
He  scratch  his  hair  fer  little  while, 
An'  den  he  say  I  tink 

I'll  write  long  letter  to  my  girl 
An  say  I  love  you  so 
I'm  get  you  costly  present  from 
'Way  up  Ontario. 

He  write  da  nice  long  letter  to 
Dis  girl  call  Julie  Ann 
And  place  her  on  da  envelope 
What's  address  mail  order  man. 

An  den  he  take  de  order  sheet 
As  hurry  as  he  can 


When  Julie  Ann  dat  letter  get 
She  make  de  awful  tear 
An  say  she'll  never  speak  to  him 
If  she  live  fifty  year. 

For  when  she  ope  de  envelope 
She  read  like  dis  in  it: 

Send  me  your  trouser  right  away 
To  see  if  day  will  fit." 

But  pretty  soon  she  dry  her  eye 
And  make  da  great  big  laff 
For  in  dat  letter  she  was  find 
Five  dollar  an  a  haff. 

And  Henri  he  is  going  roun' 

Jus'  like  one  crazy  man. 

We'll  place  him  on  da   bughouse. 

sure, 
As  soon  as  we  was  can. 

He  say  he  love  da  money  more 
Den  all  ting  in  da  worl', 
If  he  can  get  dose  dollar  back. 
To  hot  place  wit  da  girl. 

ALFRED    S.     BEERS. 


The  Ordeal 


"CAD  case,"  said  Jones,  pointing  to  the  man  who 
was  being  taken  away  in  the  strait-jacket. 
"Prominent  chap — really  a  celebrity.  Do  you  know 
him?" 

"No,  but  he  looks  interesting,"  I  answered. 

"Well,  he's  the  genius  who  names  the  Pullman 
cars.  Broke  down  to-day  after  one  solid  week  of 
concentration,  working  day  and  night.  He  had  to 
think  up  two  new  names  by  three  o'clock  this  after- 
noon and  the  poor  fellow  wasn't  equal  to  it.  Went 
stale,  I  suppose,  and  he  just  cracked." 

"What  are  they  going  to  christen  the  cars?" 


"Oh,  I  should  have  made  that  clear  to  you.  He 
wasn't  thinking  up  car  names.  Not  by  a  long  shot. 
His  wife  presented  him  with  a  bouncing  pair  of  boy 
twins  last  week  and  the  tots  are  to  be  christened  this 
afternoon.  Ever  since  the  happy  day  he's  been 
trying  to  hit  upon  two  names  that  would  be  satis- 
factory to  his  wife,  her  Aunt  Agnes,  his  Cousin 
Cuthbert,  his  wife's  sister,  her  old  school  chum,  the 
doctor,  his  uncle  in  Akron,  his  wife's  parents  and  two 
or  three  hundred  inquisitive  busy-bodies  in  the 
neighbourhood." 

ARTHUR    L.     LIPPMANN. 
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THIS  man,  Benjamin  L.  Tum- 
mis  had  tears  in  his  eyes  as  he 
told  me  this  story  of  the  seaplane 
"Gull"  and  the  nobility  of  soul  of 
Capt.  Dugald  M.  Spintz.  It 
seems  that  the  four  of  them — 
Capt.  Spintz,  Ben.  L.  Tummis, 
William  Copperbotham,  and  J. 
Jones,  left  Oggenhavn  on  the  sea- 
plane "Gull"  at  4  a.m.,  August 
9th,  to  cross  the  arctic  zone  from 
Oggenhavn  to  Cashpagast,  in  Si- 
beria. Capt.  Spintz  was  in  com- 
mand, and  Tummis,  Copperbotham 
and  Jones  were  practically 
strangers  to  him,  the  three  men 
of  his  crew  having  had  their  feet 
frozen  on  the  way  to  Oggenhavn 
and  being  unable  to  complete  the 
trip. 

The  "Gull"  left  Oggenhavn 
flying  low  and  NNW.,  but  pre- 
sently Capt. 
Spintz,  at  the 
controls,  observ- 
ed fog  ahead  and 
rose  to  about 
five  thousand 
feet,  changing 
the  course  to  NN 
NNNW,  which 
would  have  tak- 
en the  plane  di- 
rectly across  the 
pole.  Shortly 
before  noon, 
however,  engine 
trouble  devel- 
oped, and  the 
plane  came 

down  settling  in 
a  lead  between 
two  huge  ice 
fields. 

All  that  after- 
noon, and  for 
three  days  and 
nights  following 


it  the  four  men  worked  on  the 
plane,  but  with  only  partial  suc- 
cess. By  that  time  their  food  had 
given  out  entirely  and  the  cold 
had  become  intense,  and  Ben 
Tummis,  who  was  the  mechanic 
of  the  party,  stated  their  position 
to  them  plainly. 

"Men,"  he  said,  "I'll  tell  you 
what  we  are  up  against.  I've  got 
the  motor  fair  to  middling,  and 
that's  all  I  can  do  with  it.  She'll 
fly.  She's  good  to  fly  back  to 
Oggenhavn,  but  she  ain't  able  to 
take  no  four  of  us.  She'll  take 
three,  and  that's  all." 

"But,  man,"  Captain  Spintz 
cried,  "that  means  leaving  one  of 
us  here  to  die!" 

"To  die  is  right!"  Tummis  said. 
"The  way  this  fog  is  it  would  be 
like  leaving  a  needle  in  a  haystack 
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"So  Tummis  placed  himself  on  the  block,  of  ice  and  Capt.  Spintz 
cut  off  his  leg." 


to  leave  a  man  here;  no  plane  could 
ever  find  this  lead  again.  Who  we 
leave  here  will  freeze  to  death 
sure — unless  he  starves  to  death 
first." 

The  three  men  then  looked  at 
Captain  Spintz  questioningly.  He 
was  in  command  and  he  had  the 
only  firearm  in  the  party,  an  army 
automatic. 

"One  of  us  has  got  to  die  here," 
Tummis  said  then.  "I  don't  want 
to  say  nothing  about  captains 
being  the  last  to  leave  a  ship,  but 
there  you  are!" 

"Or  we  can  draw  lots  to  see 
who  stays  here  and  dies,"  said  J. 
Jones,  who  was  always  a  gambler. 
"Or,  being  captain,  and  having 
this  automatic,"  said  Captain 
Spintz,  "I  can  shoot  one  of  you 
here  and  now.  or  shoot  all  three  of 
you.  But,"  he 
added,  "I  have 
something  else 
to  propose.  1 
propose  that  all 
four  of  us  be 
saved." 

Ben  Tummis 
told  me  when 
they  heard  this 
they  thought 
Capt.  Spintz 
had  gone  crazy, 
but  the  capt- 
ain's next  words 
showed  that  he 
had  not. 

"You  say. 
Tummis,"  the 
captain  said, 
"that  the  'Gull' 
will  carry  but 
three  of  us. 
Which  three?" 
"Any  three.' 
Tummis       said. 
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"Any  liquor  in  that  car}" 
No.     And  you   needn't  try    to  sell  me 
any,  either!" 


"but  not  four.'' 

"In  other  words,"  Capt.  Spintz 
said,  "it  will  carry  you  three?" 

"Yes,  sir,"  Tummis  said. 

"And  how  much  do  you  weigh, 
Tummis?"  the  captain  asked. 

"One  hundred  and  eighty,  sir," 
Tummis  replied. 

"And  you,  Copperbotham?" 

"One  hundred  and  sixty- two,  sir." 

"And  you,  Jones?" 

"One  hundred  and  fifty-seven, 
sir." 

"Making  a  total  of  four  hundred 
and  ninety-nine  pounds,"  said 
Capt.  Spintz,  "which  we  will  call 
five  hundred  pounds  to  be  on  the 
safe  side.  The  plane  will  carry 
five  hundred  pounds,   Tummis?" 

"I'll  guarantee  that,  sir,"  Tum- 
mis said,  "but  not  a  pound  more." 


"And  I  weigh  one  hundred  and 
sixty-seven,"  said  Capt.  Spintz. 
"It  is  evident  that  it  would  do  no 
good  to  leave  Jones  here,  because 
he  weighs  only  one  hundred  and 
fifty-seven  pounds,  and  substitut- 
ing me  for  him  would  make  a  load 
ten  pounds  too  heavy  for  the  plane 
to  lift.  And  it  would  do  no  good 
to  leave  Copperbotham  here,  be- 
cause I  weigh  five  pounds  more 
than  he,  and  the  load  would  be  at 
least  four  pounds  too  great  if  I 
took  Copperbotham's  place  in  the 
Gull.'  But  Tummis  weighs  thir- 
teen    pounds  more  than  I." 

With  that,  Tummis  said,  he 
gave  Tummis  a  look  and  Tummis 
turned  colder  than  ever.  Tummis 
said  he  was  sure  he  was  elected  to 
die  then  and  there.     He  was  about 


to  ask  for  a  few  minutes  in  which 
to  say  his  prayers  when  the  captain 
spoke  again. 

"However,"  Captain  Spintz  said, 
"human  life  is  too  precious  a 
thing  to  be  sacrificed  if  it  can  be 
saved,  and  if  you  agree  to  my  plan 
we  can  all  be  saved.  The  cold 
here  is  so  intense  that  it  is  abso- 
lutely antiseptic.  It  is  an  ideal 
place  for  surgical  operations  and, 
I  may  say,  I  have  some  experience 
in  removing  legs." 

"Legs!"  all  three  subordinates 
exclaimed. 

"I  said  legs,"  said  Capt.  Spintz. 
"I  propose  that  we  each  sacrifice 
one  leg.  The  leg  weighs,  roughly, 
one-fourth  of  the  human  being's 
total  weight.  If  we  each  give  up  a 
leg  we  can  all  return  to  Oggen- 
havn  safely,  to  our  families  and 
friends.  We  have  a  saw.  Yonder 
block  of  ice  will  do  very  well  as  an 
operating  table.  Tummis,  you  are 
first,  if  you  please." 

So  Tummis  placed  himself  on 
the  block  of  ice,  and  Capt.  Spintz 
cut  off  his  leg,  and  did  a  neat  job 
of  it,  too.  Then  Copperbotham 
placed  himself  on  the  block  of  ice 
and  Captain  Spintz  cut  off  his  leg, 
and  he  made  a  neat  job  of  that, 
also.  Then  J.  Jones  placed  him- 
self on  the  block  of  ice  and  Capt. 
Spintz  cut  off  one  of  his  legs,  and 
if  anything,  he  made  the  best  job 
of  the  three  of  J.  Jones's  leg. 
Then  Captain  Spintz  sat  down  on 
the  block  of  ice  and  took  off  his 
own  left  shoe,  and  Ben  Tummis 
came  forward  and  saluted. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  Captain," 
he  said,  "but  I  ask  the  honour  of 
cutting  off  your  leg,  sir,  being  as 
I  am  a  mechanic  by  trade  and 
handy  with  a  saw." 

But  Captain  Spintz  only  smiled. 

"That's  very  kind  of  you,  Tum- 
mis," the  captain  said,  "but  I'll 
not  have  to  trouble  you.  I'll  just 
unstrap  my  leg,  it's  wood." 

So  he  did  unstrap  it. 

"And  that  just  shows,"  Ben 
Tummis  told  me  with  tears  in  his 
eyes,  "how  you  find  nobility  of 
soul  even  up  nigh  to  the  North 
Pole.  We  might  have  one  of  us 
have  been  left  there  dead  if  Cap- 
tain Spintz  hadn't  been  willing  to 
make  a  sacrifice  for  us.  But  he 
was  a  real  man,  and  he  done  it." 
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|0W,  the  life  of  a 
reviewer  of  books — 
and  many  people  in- 
sist that  it  is  a  life, 
though  personally 
we  have  been  at 
pains  for  some  time  now  to  make  it 
even  a  living — is  not  conducive  to 
the  cultivation  of  a  state  of  mind 
which  will  ever  get  your  picture 
into  the  Success  magazines.  To 
get  your  picture,  or  mine,  into  the 
Success  magazines,  you  have  to 
have  Fixity  of  Purpose  and  the 
Will  to  Hang  On  to  the  Bitter  End. 
Concentration  and  a  lot  of  other 
virtues  must  be  added  liberally  and 
stirred  in  with  a  spade.  Reviewing 
books,  however,  has  a  powerfully 
perverse  effect  on  the  Will  to  Win. 
A  man  who  on  Thursday  night 
goes  to  bed  with  Napoleon,  on 
Friday  with  Our  Times  and  on 
Sunday  morning  finds  himself  lost 
in  the  charms  of  Calamity  Jane  and 
the  Lady  Wildcats,  is  apt  to  form  an 
attitude  towards  life  distinctly 
dilettantish.  He  is  also  likely  to 
get  blooming  well  fed-up. 

One  is  reminded  of  the  sug- 
gestion which  Carl  Van  Vechten 
puts  in  the  mouth  of  Peter  Whiffle. 
"It  is  the  pleasant  custom  of 
present-day  publishers  of  books, 
he  was  saying,  to  prelude  the  real 
publication  of  a  volume  by  what  is 
technically  known  as  a  dummy. 
The  dummy,  the  sample  from 
which  orders  are  taken,  to  all 
outward  inspection,  appears  to  be 
precisely    like    the    finished    book. 


b  ookx 


The  covers,  the  labels,  the  painted 
top,  and  the  uncut  edges  give  one 
every  reason  to  hope  for  a  meaty 
interior.  Once  opened,  however, 
the  book  offers  the  browser  a 
succession  of  blank  pages.  Sheet 
after  sheet  of  clean  white  paper 
slips  through  his  fingers,  unless, 
by  some  chance,  he  has  opened  the 
volume  at  the  beginning,  for  the 
title-page  and  table  of  contents  are 
printed  (the  dedication  is  missing) 
and  so  are  the  first  thirteen  pages 
of  the  text. 

"Such  dummies  are  irresistible 
to  me.  Coming  warm,  hot  even, 
from  the  binder,  they  palpitate 
with  a  suggestion  which  no  perusal 
of  their  contents  can  disturb.  How 
much  better  than  the  finished 
book!  I  exclaim,  and  there  are 
days  when  I  feel  that  I  will  never 
write  a  book;  I  will  write  only 
dummies.  I  would  write  a  title- 
page,  a  table  of  contents,  and 
thirteen  pages  of  some  ghost  essay, 
breaking  off  in  the  middle  of  a 
curious  phrase,  leaving  the  reader 
sweetly  bewildered  in  this  maze  of 
tender  thought.  And,  to  give  this 
dummy  over-value,  to  heighten  its 
charm  and  its  mystery,  I  would 
add  an  index  to  the  blank  pages, 
wherein  one  could  learn  that  on 
empty  page  76  hovered  the  spirits 
of  Heliogabalus  and  Gertrude 
Atherton.  It  would  further  inform 
one  that  Joe  Jackson,  George 
Augustus  Sala,  and  fireless  cookers 
were  discussed  on  page  129.  Fancy 
the  reader's  delight  in  learning  that 
he    might    cull    passages    dealing 


with  the  breeding  of  white  mice  on 
unbegotten  pages  67,  134,  185  et 
seq.,  210,  347!" 

It  is  some  such  mood  as  this 
which  causes  this  candidate  for 
stronger  lenses  to-  start  reading 
four  or  five  books  at  once,  and 
seldom  to  retain  a  desire  to  finish 
any  one.  Books  of  late  which  we 
have  found  delightful  to  sample 
are  Cups,  Wands  and  Swords,  by 
Helen  Simpson  (Knopf),  My  Life, 
by  Isadore  Duncan,  in  which  an 
ingenuous  and  frequently  semi- 
literate  style  of  writing  carries 
the  story  of  a  passionate,  intense 
and  generally  interesting  career, 
as  a  1920  flivver  may  very  well 
carry  to  your  doorstep  the  Girl 
of  your  Dreams,  It  by  Elinor  Glyn 
(Macauley).  Don't  miss  this 
volume:  some  day  we  hope  to 
go  back  and  finish  it  ourselves 
when  we  have  recovered  from  the 
immediate  effect  of  the  first  few 
pages,  and  when  we  have  tried 
out  the  principle  outlined  in  the 
first  few  pages.  "To  have  It," 
says  Madame  Glyn  "the  fortunate 
possessor  must  have  that  strange 
magnetism  which  attracts  both 
sexes."  Fancy  that!  This  is  not 
the  story  of  the  moving  picture, 
but  It  is  "a  full  character  study 
of  the  story  It  which  the,  people 
in  the  picture  [//]  read  and  dis- 
cuss." But  perhaps  you  had 
better  figure  //  out  for  yourself. 

There  are  lots  of  those  books 
which  should  have  been  dummies, 
but  among  those  which  held  our 
interest  to  the  end  were  Lawrence 
and  the  Arabs,  by  Robert  Graves, 
which  is  the  exact  reverse  of  the 
above  type  of  book  since  it  starts 
indifferently  as  far  as  interest  is 
concerned,  but  swings  rapidly  into 
a  vivid  description  with  narrative 
qualities  for  Reader  Appeal. 

Then  there  is  the  new  Ford 
Maddox  Ford  book,  The  Last  Post, 
the  fourth  of  the  Christopher 
Tietjens  saga,  a  novel  which, 
though  not  itself  as  good,  perhaps, 
as  the  earlier  three,  has  neverthe- 
less so  much  of  Fords  illusion  of 
reality  as  to  be  eminently  worth- 
while and  almost  impossible  to 
"sample." 

ALDEN     DANIELS. 
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Toodles  is  deliciously  dif- 
ferent. With  its  new  fasci- 
nating flavor,  it  is   being 
everywhere   acclaimed    a 
veritable  triumph  in  the 
creation  of  candy  goodness. 
Toodles  is  an  entirely  new 
conception  in  the   art   of 
making  fine  candy.  Enjoy 
it  today!     «■.««.«. 


Originated  and  created 
exclusively  by 


Jpallersdris 

TORONTO 

Creators  of  the  famous 

"WILDFIRE" 

Chocolate  Bar 
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Qreek  artists  depicted  Hercules 
and  Zeus  on  the  dies  cut  to 
strike  the  gold  coins  of  Alexan 
der's  world  empire  (300  B.  C.) 


PACKARD  die  cutters  apply  an 
ancient  art  with  modern  precision 
in  making  the  dies  for  Packard  forgings 
and  stampings.  Their  work  must  be  per- 
fect that  Packard  parts  may  be  perfect. 

Fine  materials  and  facilities  alone  could 
not  maintain  the  Packard's  reputation 
as  the  world's  best  built  cai;.  The  talent, 
skill  and  experience,  which  for  over  a 
generation  Packard  has  gathered  and  fos- 
tered in  its  men,  are  still  more  important. 


Engineering  genius,  skilled  craftsmen, 
long  experience — these  money  cannot 
duplicate.  They  enable  Packard  to  design 
and  fabricate  a  car  of  watch-like  preci- 
sion, supreme  beauty  and  lasting  service. 

Packard  has  never  built  a  finer  car,  in 
design,  materials  or  workmanship,  than 
today's  Packard  Six.  Yet  the  sedan, 
because  it  is  the  world's  largest  selling 
truly  fine  car,  now  costs  less  than  half 
its  introductory  price  of  seven  years  ago. 


PACKARD 


ASK 


THE 


MAN 


WHO 


OWNS 


ONE 


Goblin 


23 


INVEST  Fy  0/  WITH 

TO  RECEIVE         §    /o  SAFETY 

3T JLj  Uu  a  Share  in  the  Ownership,  Profits  and  Management  of  Toronto's   Newest  Office  Building. 


IS M  *  f £  —  Pr      '  EG  »£  ft S 
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THE  COMMERCE  AND  TRANSPORTATION   BUILDING— NORTH-EAST   CORNER,   BAY  AND  FRONT   STREETS,   TORONTO,  ONT. 

NOW  UNDER  CONSTRUCTION 

Seven  per  cent,  interest  payable  by  cheque  January  1st  and  July  1st  each  year  at  your  own  bank  without  deduction 

for  exchange. 


Branch: 

54-60  Sparks  Street 

OTTAWA  ONT. 


G.  A.  STIMSON  &  CO. 


Branch: 

Merchants  Exchange  Bldg. 

VANCOUVER,  B.C. 


LIMITED  The  Oldest  EST.  1883 

Bond  House  in  Canada 

TORONTO  -  -  ONT. 

A  Record  is  Better  than  a  Promise 

For  44  years  every  bond  issue  recommended  and  sold  by  G.  A.  Stimson  &  Co.,  Ltd.,  has  paid  interest  and  principal  when  due. 


G.  A.  STIMSON  &  CO.,  LIMITED,  300  Bay  Street,  Toronto,  2. 

Please  send  me  full  particulars  of  how  I  may  secure  7%  and  a  share  in  the  profits  of  the  Commerce  and  Transportation   Building, 
without  any  obligation  on  my  part  whatsoever. 


Name Address. 
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Color  and  Mr.  Gains 
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ARRY  GAINS, 
Canadian,  Toronto, 
colored,  has  four 
years  in  which  to 
become  heavy- 
weight champion  of 
He  is  twenty-six  now. 
If  he  isn't  champion  by  the  time 
he  is  thirty  it  is  unlikely  that  he 
ever  will  be,  for  after  thirty  he  will 
start  to  slow  up. 

What  are  his  chances? 
There  are  in  the  world  to-day 
about  twenty-five  gentlemen  who 
are  recognized  as  real  heavyweight 
fighters.  Of  these  there  are  six 
who  constitute  a  select  inner  circle; 
the  other  nineteen  are  either  has- 
beens  or  hope-to-be's. 

The  select  six  are:  Mr.  Tunney, 
the  Greenwich  village  bibliophile; 
Mr.  Delaney,  once  of  Quebec 
woods  but  now  of  New  York;  Mr. 
Sharkey,  the  Boston  mute;  Mr. 
Dempsey,  the  Hollywood  trage- 
dian; Mr.  Risko,  the  Cleveland 
daredevil;  and  Mr.  Heeney,  the 
Antipodean  from  points  west. 

Mr.  Gains  at  present  is  among 
the  nineteen. 

There  are  plenty  of  competent 
judges  who  maintain  that  Mr. 
Gains  is  as  good  a  fighter  as  any 
of  these  except  Mr.  Tunney.  There 
are  even  some  who,  through  the 
medium  of  Mr.  Gains,  are  not 
afraid  of  Mr.  Tunney  himself,  and 
Mr.  Tunney  will  be  old  four  years 
before  our  hero. 

The  margin  of  socking  between 
Mr.  Gains  and  any  of  the  six  at 
any  rate  is  not  great,  and  if  being 
champion  meant  only  being  the 
best  fighter  in  the  world  the  answer 
would  be  easy:  our  chances  would 
be  good.  Unfortunately,  however, 
fighting  is  no  longer  a  mere  matter 
of  socking;  it  has  acquired  refine- 
ment. It  has  now  the  combined 
refinements  of  vaudeville  and 
banking. 

In  the  case  of  Mr.  Gains  this 
refinement  is  believed  to  involve 
the  pigment  cells.  The  theory 
seems  to  be  that  when  Mr.  J. 
Johnson   whaled   the   stuffings  out 


of  Mr.  J.  Jeffries  it  was  determined 
by  unwritten  but  irrevocable  law 
that  if  a  blond  ever  succeeded  in 
busting  Mr.  Johnson,  the  pride  of 
the  white  race  would  not  again  be 
placed  in  jeopardy.  Mr.  J.  Willard 
finally  obliged  and  since  then  the 
color  line  has  been  a  convention 
among  our  very  best  pugilists. 

If  Mr.  Gains  had  white  skin 
instead  of  dark,  these  theorists  tell 
you,  he  would  be  down  there  in 
New  York  right  now  because  he's 
so  good  they  couldn't  ignore  him. 
The  color  line  is  the  conspiracy 
against  him. 

Herewith  I  suggest  as  a  humble 
opinion  that  there  are  certain 
weaknesses  in  that  theory.  In  fact, 
I  think  it  is  a  lot  of  bunk. 
THE  real  refinement  of  socking 
which  is  barring  Mr.  Gains  is 
not  color  of  skin.  It  is  the  color 
of  the  nice  crisp  greenbacks  which 
rest  in  various  bank  vaults  to  the 
credit  of  Mr.  Texas  Rickard,  Madi- 
son Square  impresario  and  eminent 
philanthropist. 

It  is  obvious  that  for  any  of  the 
nineteen  outsiders  to  have  a  chance 
at  the  championship  he  must  meet 
one  of  the  six.  Mr.  Tunney  is  on 
a  pedestal  which  leaves  only  five. 
But  the  five  are  not  foolish  enough 
to  risk  an  encounter  with  any 
ambitious     gentleman     from      the 


nineteen  who  has  even  a  chance  of 
winning.  The  five  have  nothing 
to  gain  by  such  an  encounter  and 
they  have  all  their  hopes  in  Mr. 
Rickard's  greenbacks  to  lose. 

Several  attempts  have  been  made 
to  insert  Mr.  Gains  gently  into  the 
inner  circle.  Playfair  Brown,  the 
matchmaker,  has  approached 
Messrs.  Delaney,  Sharkey,  Risko 
and  Heeney.  Each  of  them  has 
wriggled  out,  sometimes  with  the 
color  line  as  the  excuse  but  more 
often  by  other  pretexts  with  the 
color  line  merely  a  delicate  im- 
plication. But  it  is  not  the  color 
of  the  Gains  epidermis  which  dis- 
turbs these  gentlemen;  it  is  the 
sedative  qualities  of  the  Gains  jab. 
If  Mr.  Gains  were  a  dub  one  of 
them  might  fight  him  for  a  little 
pocket  money,  but  all  of  them 
know  well  that  Mr.  Gains  may 
mean  a  sudden  separation  from 
the   Rickard  sunlight. 

This  situation  would  be  exactly 
the  same  if  Mr.  Gains  had  white 
skin  except  that  the  five  artful 
dodgers  would  have  to  find  more 
original  excuses  than  the  old  color 
story.  The  only  handicap  that 
color  places  on  our  hero  is  that  it 
provides  an  easier  excuse;  in  itself 
it  is  not  a  reason. 

Mr.  Rickard,  in  a  moment  of 
southern  sentiment,  is  supposed  to 
have  said  that  he  will  not  accept  a 
colored  challenger.  But  if  by  a 
slip  on  the  part  of  one  of  the  five, 


•SOME  MATCHES  ARE   MADE  IN   HEAVEN." 
"THE    REST    MUST    BE    LUCIFER    MATCHES. 
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Mr.  Gains  should  suddenly  burst 
upon  the  Gotham  gaze  as  a  popular 
contender,  those  familiar  with  the 
secrets  of  Mr.  Rickard's  soul  do 
not  quite  believe  that  his  aesthetic 
nature  would  prevent  him  from 
cashing  in,  Ku  Klux  or  no  Ku  Klux. 

The  best  chance  Mr.  Gains  has 
to  get  into  the  milk  and  honey  is 
to  pretend  he  can't  fight.  By  this 
means  he  may  lure  one  of  the  five 
into  his  parlor  to  pick  up  a  little 
easy  money.  It  would  be  the  same 
if  he  were  as  white  as  Lady  Go- 
diva's  horse. 

If  he  can't  pretend,  he  will  have 
to  wait  till  age  starts  him  slipping 
and  then  they  will  all  be  willing  to 
fight  him  because  they  will  know 
they  can  beat  him.  Mr.  Harry 
Wills,  against  whom  color  was  the 
excuse  and  his  reputed  ability  the 
reason,  had  such  an  experience. 
Mr.  Wills,  of  course,  is  a  tragedy. 
But  he  made  seven  hundred  thou- 
sand dollars  being  one. 

TOM    JORDAN. 


Feminine  Thought  for  a  Tem- 
porary Lover 

THE     kiss     I     give     your    eager 
mouth, 
The  lie  I  give  your  eyes, 
Are  breezes  blowing  from  the  south 
And  dying  in  the  skies. 

Another  day  you'll  curse  my  face, 
Lay  at  my  feet  the  blame.  .  .  . 

Ah,  lover,  were  you  in  my  place 
Your  course  would  be  the  same! 

— C.    WARDEN   LA   ROE. 

*  *  * 

It  Might  Have  Been  Worse 

While  putting  new  shingles  on 
the  roof  of  his  home  on  Linden 
Avenue,  Clem  Gorman  fell  to  the 
ground  and  was  fatally  but  not 
seriously  injured. 

Barnesville    (Ohio)     Whetstone. 


"I  asl^ed  father  for 
some  new  clothes — " 

"Yes?" 

"He  said  I  could 
have  them  if  I  pro- 
mised to   wear  them.'' 


Chant 

ON  SEEING  SO-CALLED  FRIENDS 
DEPART  FOR  POINTS  NORTH 
AND  SOUTH  WHILE  MY  HOURS 
CONTINUE  FROM  NINE  TO  FIVE 

Off  to  Miami 
Up  to  Quebec 
I  stay  behind 
Up  to  the  neck 

Up  to  the  neck 
Hours  on  end 
Never  a  single 
Penny  to  spend 

Penny  to  spend 
Travelling  where 
There's  a  complete 
Lungful  of  air 

Lungful  of  air 
Tasty  and  fresh 
Never  for  me 
Caught  in  life's  mesh 


JohhSTonE-  -' 

Caught  in  life's  mesh 
Always  a  slave 
No  rest  in  sight 
Short  of  the  grave 

MARGARET    FISHBACK. 

*  *  * 

Bold  Intrusion 

fy|R.  RICHARD  RODGERS,  of 
the  familiar  music-making 
combination  of  Rodgers  and  Hart, 
alleges  that  he  knows  a  man  who 
awoke  on  New  Year's  Day,  still  a 
bit  dizzy  from  a  dizziness  that 
had  come  upon  him  the  night 
before,  and  looked  over  the  edge 
of  his  bed  to  see  a  cat  walk  into 
the  room.  "You  would,''  said  the 
man  to  the  cat,  in  a  dour  voice, 
"come  in  here  and  stamp  your 
feet!" 
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MITTEN  with  re- 
morse at  the  prospect 
"  of  the  thousands  of 
phonograph  owners 
who  split  their  sides 
laughing  at  the  Two 
Black  Crows,  the  Columbia  Phono- 
graph Company  have  obligingly 
provided  a  means  whereby  said 
sufferers  can  get  a  stitch  in  the 
above-mentioned  sides.  The 
medium  is  Al  Herman,  well-known 
monologist,  who  is  now  on  the 
discs  with  a  large  order  of  non- 
sense entitled  "I  Thought  I'd  Die" 
in  two  parts.  Some  of  his  wise- 
cracks are  old,  but  we  presume 
that  he  originated  them.  See  if  I 
can  remember  one — oh  yes — Her- 
man tells  us  that  although  his 
married  life  has  been  a  long  one, 
he  and  his  wife  still  sit  and  hold 
hands  all  day.  "If  we  didn't," 
he  remarks,  "we'd  kill  each  other." 
The  best  fox  trot  number  so 
far  discovered  by  this  harmony 
hound  is  "Keep  Sweeping  the  Cob- 
webs Off  the  Moon."  It  is  one 
of  those  numbers  in  which  the 
melody  has  been  caught  fresh, 
cooked  well  and  served  hot,  firstly 
by  Abe  Lyman's  California  Orches- 
tra (Brunswick)  and  secondly  by 
Warings  Pennsylvanians  (Victor). 
Both  are  recommended. 

And  then  Frank  Ferera,  who 
chums  around  with  a  bunch  of  Hawa- 
iians,  has  discovered  a  somewhat 
different  slant  on  that  old  family 
favorite, "My  Blue  Heaven"(Apex). 
Listening  to  Lee  Sims'  piano 
playing  never  did  anybody  any 
harm,  and  for  Brunswick  this 
month  he  obliges  with  "Among  My 
Souvenirs"  and  "The  Song  is 
Ended,"  but  more  particularly  in 
a  creation  of  his  own  called  "Medi- 
tation." On  the  back  of  the  latter 
in  "Some  of  These  Days"  there 
enters  all  of  a  sudden  an  incidental 
trumpet,  strictly  out  of  the  blue. 


dLrc  releaser 


Just  when  we  thought  that  all 
the  gal's  names  had  been  used  up 
for  song  titles,  along  comes  some- 
body with  a  dame  that,  if  we 
remember  our  Latin  lessons  well 
enough,  used  to  be  the  girl  friend 
of  a  colyumist  named  Horace  in 
rollicking  Roman  days,  to  wit, 
Chloe.  The  composers  tried  to 
take  the  curse  off  the  name  by 
sub-titling  it  "Song  of  the  Swamp." 
They  might  just  as  well  have  called 
it  "Love  Among  The  Ruins"  or 
"The  Doughboy's  Return,"  as  the 
burden  of  the  song  is  the  lament  of 
a  young  gent  who's  "got  to  know 
where  you  are."  Just  the  same, 
it's  a  hot  number  (Victor). 

Picked  from  the  burning  embers 
of  syncopation-charred  youth, 
painted  blue  all  over  and  seasoned 
with  paprika,  are  the  following: 
"Weary  Blues"  and  "I  Aint  Got 
Nobody,"  Ray  Miller  and  His 
Hotel  Gibson  Orchestra  (Bruns- 
wick); "Moten  Stomp"  by  Benny 
Moten's  Kansas  City  Orchestra; 
"Blue  Guitar  Stomp,"  played  by 
Clifford  Hayes'  Louisville  Stompers 
(Victor);  "Lovey  Lee"  (pretty  in 
spots,  too)  married  to  "How  Come 
You  Do  Me  Like  You  Do,"  the 
latter  two  played  by  the  Original 
Memphis  Five  (Brunswick);  also 
"Milenberg  Joys"  and  "Chili 
Blues"  by  Rodney  Rogers'  Red 
Peppers  (Brunswick). 

Ford  &  Glenn  on  or  around  a 
piano  croon  sweetly  and  accept- 
ably "I  Told  Them  All  About 
You"  (Columbia). 
/"^LASSICAL  reaction  this  month 
was  more  than  satisfied  by  the 
appalling  constellation  of  opera 
stars   assembled   to  render  "Lucia 
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Apex: 

"My  Blue  Heaven" 

"Rain" 

Brunswick: 

"Keep  Sweeping  the  Cobwebs  Off  the 

Moon" 

"Meditation"    (LeeSimsi 

Columbia: 

"I  Told  Them  All  About  You" 

(Ford  and  Glenn  l 

"I  Thought  I'd  Die"    (Al  Herman) 

Victor: 

"Keep  Sweeping  the  Cobwebs  Off  the 

Moon" 

"Chloe" 


Sextette"  and  the  Rigo- 
letto  quartette  (Victor). 
We  returned  to  earth  by 
way  of  a  twelve-inch 
Victor  mixed  chorus  recording 
snatches  of  old  time  songs  (I)  of 
Scotland,  (2)  of  Ireland,  and  the 
descent  was  complete  with  the 
Frank  Black  Orchestra  satisfactory 
imprint  of  Gershwin's  "Rhapsody 
in  Blue,"  played  for  Brunswick. 
We  liked  the  Columbians  (Col- 
umbia) playing  "Rose  of  Mont- 
erey," a  good  fox  trot,  but  cared 
less  for  their  version  of  "Maybe 
You'll  Be  the  One  Who'll  Be  the 
One  to  Care."  The  Rounders 
(Apex)  take  out  "Mary"  and 
Lanin  and  His  Orchestra  unctu- 
ously pour  out  "Rain,"  but  they're 
not  all  wet.  Another  gal  that 
Apex  favors  this  month  is  "Polly," 
which  should  sparkle  like  cham- 
pagne but  only  achieves  ginger  ale. 
No,  we  haven't  forgotten  Ben 
Bernie  (Brunswick),  and  if  he 
comes  in  late  he  hands  out  plenty. 
"Fascination'and  "Mine,  All  Mine" 
vie  with  "Let's  Misbehave"  and 
"Changes"  for  applause.  All  get  it. 
We  think  you  will  also  like  the 
following  "Here  Comes  the  Show 
Boat,"  Jean  Goldkette  (Victor), 
"I  Fell  Head  Over  Heels  In  Love," 
Hollywood  Dance  Orchestra 
(Apex).  The  popular  concert  num- 
ber "Out  of  the  Dusk  to  You" 
and  "Moonlight  and  Roses" 
(Brunswick).  "Diane"  played  by 
Blackstone  Trio  (Brunswick)  and 
"Did  You  Mean  It"  sung  by  Eddie 
Thomas  (Brunswick). 

You  are  off  our  calling  list  if  you 
are  more  than  indifferent  to  "Dear, 
On  a  Night  Like  This"  sung  by 
James  Melton,  "Our  Bungalow  of 
Dreams,"  Fred  Rich  and  His 
Orchestra  (Apex),  "In  a  Shady 
Nook  by  a  Babbling  Brook," 
Bernie  Cummins  (Brunswick). 

We  felt  that  way  about  it  but 
you  may  like  Galla-Rini's  accor- 
dion solos  of  "Funiculi-funicula" 
and  "O  Sole  Mio"  (Brunswick). 
And  finally,  "Wait  Till  the  Sun 
Shines,  Nellie,"  the  Radio  Boys 
(Apex),  and  "Down  in  the  Old 
Neighborhood,"  Ritz  Quartette 
(Brunswick)  are  just  too  bad! 

Thanking  you  for  the  use  of  the 
hall,  I  am,  yours  very  truly,  Little 
Jack — sorry,         — Stephen   moon. 
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goblin  goer 
to  the  mcviex 


ELL,  you  see,  it  all 
happened  this  way. 
We  were  turning  east 
when  all  of  a  sudden 
Phyllis  said,  "We're 
going  to  be  hit."  She 
said  it  just  as  casually  as  that  but 
even  her  most  casual  remark  must 
be  given  some  consideration.  I 
gave  it  a  little  and  turning,  saw 
two  big  headlights  almost  upon  us. 
One  word  that  cannot  be  printed 
in  this  family  journal  rang  out  in 
the  clear  night  air.  The  next  thing 
I  said  was  "Where  am  I  and  what 
happened?"  That  was  half  an 
hour  later. 

Oh!  I  forgot.  You  aren't  a  bit 
interested  in  my  accident,  are  you? 
I'll  bet  you'd  like  to  know  where  I 
was  half  an  hour  later  when  I  woke 
up,  though.  No,  you're  wrong,  not 
in  a  moving  picture  show!  I  was 
too  badly  off.  A  hospital!  Yep! 
Lots  of  attractive  nurses  and  in- 
dustrious doctors  were  hemstitch- 
ing here,  picotting  me  there,  but- 
ton-holing me  around  the  edges 
and  embroidering  their  initials, 
entwined  in  hearts  and  darts,  on 
my  trunk.  Phyllis  was  sitting 
around  idly  saying  she  hoped  I 
wouldn't  die  because  she'd  made 
me  come  on  the  party  we  were 
starting  on  and — Dear!  Dear! 
Dear!  I  am  talking  about  my  acci- 
dent again  and  I  said  I'd  drop  the 
subject. 

The  nurse  said  I  mustn't  work, 
but  I  said,  "How  about  'my  pub- 
lic'?" She  almost  died  laughing. 
Not  forgetting  to  mention  the 
gash  on  my  back,  I  promise  never, 
never,  never  to  speak  of  my  acci- 
dent again;  (except  when  it  occurs 
to  me,  and  God  forbid  it  should 
ever  occur  to  me  again!)  passing 
promply  on  to  Charles  Spencer 
Chaplin  in  "The  Circus,"  as  pro- 
mised last  month.  Accident  or  no 
accident,  this  department  keeps 
faith. 


w  i'1rh    Carroll  Carroll 

TO  end   the   suspense    and    save 

you    the    tragedy    of    hanging 

on  my  words,  I  shall  begin  by  say- 


'MAN'  W0MAN  AND 
***   which  John  Gilbert 


AND  BRIEFLY 

SIN"— In 
and  Jeanne 
Eagles — goodness!  Are  the  kiddies  in 
the  room?  Frankly,  I  don't  know  what 
they  do.  The  title  was  prohibitive  to 
me.  Reliable  friends  claim  good  points 
for  the  picture. 

"THE  DEVIL  DANCER"— Gilda 
Gray,  the  lady  of  the  gelatinous  torso, 
acting  rather  well  and  beautifully 
photographed  in  the  worst  film  story 
I've  ever  seen,  barring  one. 

"WIFE  SAVERS"— The  comedy 
firm  of  Beery  and  Hatton  romping 
around  the  Alps,  and  rather  funny,  too. 

"GENTLEMEN  PREFER  BLON- 
DES"— Presenting  Miss  Ruth  Taylor 
in  a  Loos  dilution  of  a  great  book  and 
play. 

"A  Chinese  bungalow- 
Wow!    What  melodrama! 


less  physical  that  are  superb. 
One  comes  away    from    "The 
Circus"     feeling     that     a    law 
should    be   passed    compelling 
Mr.   Chaplin  to   work    harder 
and  let  himself  be  seen  oftener. 
This  business  of  him  being  a 
"one-picture-a-year    man"     is 
tough  on  us  poor  folks. 
I   shan't  spoil  "The  Circus"  for 
you  (as  I  have  striven  in  the  past 
not    to    spoil    other    pictures)    al- 
though  it's   specially   hard   in   the 
case;     by   giving   any   hint  of   the 
plot  or  situations.     Believe  me,  in 
face  of   this,   that  Chaplin's  gags 
are  exquisite,   his  situations  vital, 
and  the  end  of  the  picture — purest 
Chaplin    and    worth    the    price   of 
admission  alone — a  stroke  of  utter 
genius. 

{Continued  on  page  39) 


ing  that  "The 
Circus"  is  prob 
ably  Chaplin's 
best  picture, 
and  that  in- 
cludes "Shoul- 
der Arms," 
which  I  have 
always  valiantly 
defended  as 
such  against  all 
such  modern  in- 
terlopers as 
"The  Kid," 
"The  Pilgrim," 
and  "The  Gold 
Rush." 

In  "The  Cir- 
cus" pies  are 
once  again  flung 
— or  to  be  exact 
a  pie  is  flung — 
marshmallow 
goo  is  smeared 
recklessly  over 
human  counten- 
ances and  Chap- 
lin achieves 
comedy  nuances 


"Whas  dat  you  all  sez,  boy?" 

"Ah  sez.  Ah  gits  so  sleepy  in  de  day,  dat  Ah  goes  home 
at  night  tu  go  tu  bed,  but  when  Ah  gits  dere  Ah  aint  sleepy. 
So  den  Ah  steps  out  again  so  dat  de  nex  day  Ah'm  still 
sleepy,  den  Ah  does  it  all  over  agin." 
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Mr.  Advertiser: 

DURING  the 
past  year  many 
changes  in  GOBLIN 
have  taken  place, 
altering  considerably 
and  enhancing 
greatly  this  publica- 
tion as  an  advertising 
medium.  Know- 
ledge of  the  new  and 
vastly  more  exten- 
sive GOBLIN  cov- 
erage is  essential  to 
the  man  who  con- 
siders the  Canadian 
magazine  field  to- 
day. 


-Mr 


We  have  prepared  an  attrac- 
tive series  of  broadsides  out- 
lining the  new  GOBLIN 
appeal  to  the  advertiser. 
May  we  send  you  this  series 
bound  for  your  files? 

Ask  for 
"Goblin — A  Sales  Power" 

C9BLIN 


Phone 
Elgin  1502 


170  Bay  St. 
Toronto  2 


Howto  A  Perfect  Looking  Nose 


Obtain 


My  Lslest  ImproTed  Model  25 
correct*  now  ill-shaped  noses 
quickly,  painlessly,  permanently 
and  comfortably  at  home.  It  is 
the  only  nose-shaping  appliance 
of  precise  adjustment  and  a  safe 
and  guaranteed  patent  device 
that  will  actually  give  you  a 
perfect-looking  nose.  Write  for 
free  booklet  which  tells  you  how 
to  obtain  a  perfect-looking  nose. 
M,  Trilety,  Pioneer  Nose-Shspinf 
Specialist,  Dept.  2917, 
Binghamton,         -         -         N.T, 


Wrist  Watches  FREE 


NEW  IDEA. GIFT  CO.     Bept  G  4     WalcrlonL  OaUd» 


''Did  your  late  husband  suffer 
long?" 

"Yes.  From  the  first  day  I  knew 
him!" — Buen  Humor,  Madrid. 

*     *     * 

The  Hold-up 

Jersey  City,  N.J.,  Jan.  I  1  (U.P.) 
— A  holdup  man  nailed  John 
O'Donnell,  22,  to  the  floor  with  an 
ice  pick  to-day  while  he  rifled 
the  grocery  store  in  which  O'Don- 
nell is  a  clerk. 

The  robber  took  $25  from  the 
cash  register. 

The  robber  hit  O'Donnell  over 
the  head  with  the  butt  of  his 
revolver.  As  the  boy  sprawled 
on  the  floor,  the  robber  pinned 
down  one  hand  with  a  60-pound 
case  of  canned  pineapple  and  drove 
the  ice-pick  through  the  palm  of 
the  other  hand,  pinning  it  to  the 
floor. 

Then  he  threw  a  1 50-pound 
sack  of  potatoes  over  O'Donnell's 
legs,  stuffed  a  handkerchief  into 
his  mouth  and  walked  out." 

—  United  Press  story. 

*  *        * 

Well,  here's  one  young  man  who 
isn't  going  to  enter  the  grocery 
business. —  Widow. 

*        *        * 

"What  have  you  got  in  the  way 
of  good  seats?" 

"Nothing,  but  we  have  some 
nice  posts  in  the  way  of  the 
balcony  seats." — Lord  Jeff. 

*  *        * 

Chicago  Cop:  "What've  you 
got  in  that  car?" 

Gangster:  "Nothing'  but  booze, 
officer." 

Cop:  "I  beg  your  pardon — I 
thought  it  might  be  history  books." 

—Life. 


UUMORour 
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Now  you  can  enjoy  a 
really  up-to-date  training 
in  this  attractive  field, 
full  of  sparkle  and  dash — 
a  radical  departure  and 
pleasant  relief  from  old 
fashioned  courses  and  an- 
tiquated methods.  Pre- 
pare for  a  career  in  this 
delightful,  well-paid  pro- 
fession. Write  for  free  il- 
lustrated book,  "The  Last 
Word  in  Humorous  Illus- 
tration." 

The  Russell  Patterson  School 

Michigan  Ave.  at  20th  St.,  Dept.  19 

CHICAGO,  ILL. 
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Page  Mr.  Listerine 

"How    do    you     know    it's    an 
elephant?" 

fcfc"I     can    smell    peanuts    on    its 
breath."— Kitty  Kat. 


Crisp  —  Dainty  —  "More-ash" 
with  a  taste  that  is  incompar- 
able. Each  a  golden-brown  bit 
of  deliciousness,  brim  full  of 
energy. 

Try  a  sanitary  package 
today. 
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Ease  of  mind  and  safety  of  body  can't  af- 
ford to  rely  00  parl-of-the-time  goodness 
In  automobile  brakes.  Reo  Wolverine 
brakes  are  good  all  of  the  time- in  any 
weather,  on  any  road.  Try  them  yourself 
under  the  worst  conditions  you  can  think  of, 

Reo  Motor  Car  Company,  Lansing,  Mich. 
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YOUR 

CHOICE  OF 

GOBLIN  MAGAZINE'S  THIRD  GREAT  CONTEST 


Ten  Cars  FREE! 


FIRST  PRIZE— Auburn  Sedan.  Beauty 
of  design,  superlative  performance, 
comfort  and  stamina  combine  to  win 
increasing  admiration  for  this  out- 
standing sedan,   priced   at   $2,035.00. 


FIRST  PRIZE— The  Hupmobile  Four- 
Passenger  Coupe.  New  in  its  refresh- 
ing beauty,  refined  in  its  mechanical 
design — a  surpassing  motor  car  crea- 
tion, priced  at  $2,070.00. 


FIRST  PRIZE— The  Reo  Wolverine 
Sedan.  Luxurious  in  its  beauty  and 
possesses  the  traditional  rugged  quali- 
ties of  performance  which  have  long 
been  associated  with  the  name  Reo. 
priced    at    $1,935.00. 
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FIRST  PRIZE— The  Hudson  Coach. 
Handsome  in  appearance,  satisfying  in 
performance,  a  car  of  which  every 
owner   is   proud,   priced  at  $1,850.00. 


FIRST  PRIZE— Total  value  up  to  $3,100.00— Your 
choice  of  any  of  the  Automobiles  illustrated  in  this  adver- 
tisement, in  any  model  desired  in  the  prize  class  quoted 
plus  $1,000  cash  bonus  extra,  at  the  rate  of  ten  times  the 
subscription  money  remitted.  This  bonus  limited  to  a 
maximum  of  $1,000.00.  A  contestant  must  send  in  not 
le98  than  $5.00  worth  of  subscriptions  to  qualify  for  this 
prize. 

FIRST  PRIZE — (If  the  contestant  does  not  qualify  as 
above)  Total  value  up  to  $1,065.00,  a  Chrysler  "52" 
Sedan.  The  minimum  subscription  to  qualify  for  this 
prize  is  $3.00.  If  a  contestant  sends  in  five  dollars  he 
qualifies  for  the  choice  of  the  ten  cars  noted  in  this  advertise- 
ment. 

FIRST  PRIZE — (If  the  contestant  does  not  qualify  as 
above)  Total  value  $899.00.  Your  choice  of  a  Chevrolet 
or  Whippet  Sedan.  This  is  the  first  prize  if  winner  sends  in 
only  $2.00  subscription. 

SECOND  PRIZE— Total  value  $1,499.00.  Your  choice 
of  a  Chevrolet  or  Whippet  Sedan,  plus  $000.00  cash  bonus 
extra,  at  the  rate  of  six  times  the  subscription  money 
remitted.  This  bonus  limited  to  a  maximum  of  $600.00. 
To  qualify,  a  contestant  must  send  in  not  less  than  $3.00 
in  subscriptions. 


FIRST  PRIZE— The  Morris  Oxford  Sedan.  The  all- 
British  car,  which  is  everywhere  winning  wide  acclaim. 
Economical  in  running  and  sturdily  built,  a  general 
favorite,  priced  at  $2,175.00. 


SECOND  PRIZE — (If  the  contestant  does  not  qualify  as 
above)  Total  value  $400.00  cash.  This  is  the  second  prize 
if  contestant  sends  in  only  $2.00  worth  of  subscriptions. 
If  he  sends  in  $3.00  or  more  he  qualifies  for  the  $1,499.00 
Second  Prize. 

THIRD  PRIZE— Total  value  $700.00.  $200.00  cash  plus 
$500.00  cash  bonus  extra,  at  the  rate  of  five  times  the 
subscription  money  remitted.  This  bonus  limited  to  a 
maximum  of  $S0O.0O. 

FOURTH  PRIZE— Total  value  $450.00.  $150.00  cash 
plus  $300.00  cash  bonus  extra  at  the  rate  of  three  times  the 
subscription  monev  remitted.  This  bonus  limited  to  a 
maximum  of  $300.00. 

FIFTH  PRIZE— Total  value  $300.00.  $100.00  cash,  plus 
$200.00  cash  bonus  extra  at  the  rate  of  twice  the  sub- 
scription money  remitted.  This  bonus  limited  to  a 
maximum  of  $200.00. 

SIXTH  TO  TENTH  PRIZES— Cash  of  $20.00  each. 

ELEVENTH  TO  THIRTIETH  PRIZES— Cash  $10.00 
each. 

THIRTY-FIRST  TO  FIFTIETH  PRIZES— Cash  $5.00 
each, 

FIFTY-FIRST  TO  ONE  HUNDREDTH  PRIZES— One 
year  subscription  to  Goblin. 


ff All  aboard  for  this  exciting  puzzle 


» 


THE  PROBLEM 

The  problem  Is  to  add  together  all  of  the  numbers  shown  above.  Each  figure  Is  clearly  Indicated,  and  they  run 
from  two  to  nine;  the  sixes  have  a  curved  stem;  the  nines  a  straight  stem;  all  are  single  numbers,  there  are  no 
combinations;  add  them  as  If  each  figure  stood  one  above  the  other  in  a  single  column.  Every  figure  in  the  picture 
Is  complete.  If  In  doubt  about  any  of  the  Figures,  send  In  the  chart  with  a  figure  marked,  to  the  contest  department, 
who  will  gladly  tell  you  what  It  Is. 

CORRECT  ANSWER  UNKNOWN 


To  guarantee  to  everyone  taking  part  in  this  contest  that  no 
one  holds  the  correct  answer  to  the  puzzle,  several  figures  were 
erased  after  the  original  drawing  was  made  and  before  the  puzzle 
form  was  printed.  These  figures  were  removed  by  Messrs. 
Perry  J.  Giffen,  Toronto  Star  Weekly;  Jos.  McGoey,  Grain 
Growers'  Guide,  and  J.  B.  Rathbone,  Halifax  Herald,  who 
kindly  consented  to  act  as  judges  of  the  contest.  The  figures 
were  removed  from  the  chart  at  different  times,  and  the  judges 
hold  the  total  of  the  numbers  which  they  erased.  No  one 
knows  what  numbers  were  erased.  Notes  of  the  missing 
numbers  were  made  and  are  now  under  lock  and  seal.  When 
the  contest  is  over,  the  numbers  erased  from  the  puzzle  chart 
will  be  added  together  and  subtracted  from  the  original  total. 


The  contest  department  knew  the  correct  answer  before  the 
figures  were  taken  out,  but  now  nobody  knows  the  correct 
answer.  The  answer  now  will  be  the  sum  total  of  the  figure- 
appearing  in  the  puzzle  chart  above. 

There  are  no  tricks  to  this  contest.  It  is  merely  a  matter  of 
skill  in  finding  all  the  numbers  shown  and  then  adding  correctly. 
We  wish  it  clearly  understood  that  there  are  no  hidden  figures. 
Every  number  can  be  plainly  seen.  The  degree  of  your  care 
and  skill  will  determine  the  prize  which  you  will  win. 

The  ONLY  requirements  for  entry  to  contest  are  those 
listed  here.  You  will  note  their  extreme  simplicity,  and  a 
careful  reading  now  will  avoid  any  possible  confusion  later. 


Gob 


LIN 
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100  Big  Free  Prizes 

GET  YOUR  SHARE  OF  OVER  $6,000.00  IN  PRIZES 


GENERAL  RULES 


(1)  Co»test  is  open  to  everyone  except  (a)  Em- 
ployees of  Goblin  and  their  immediate  families; 
(b)  Prize  winners  in  former  Goblin  contests  who 
won  more  than  £100.00. 

(2)  To  enter  contest  it  is  necessary  to  enclose  at 
least  32.00  for  an  eight  months'  subscription  to 
Goblin  Macazine.  See  Prize  List  found  else- 
where in  this  advertisement  and  note  how  the 
value  of  your  prize  is  increased  by  sending  in  a 
full  year's  subscription  to  Goblin  and  sub- 
scriptions from  your  friends. 

(3)  A  contestant  can  solicit  friends  for  sub- 
scriptions and  for  such  subscriptions  he  or  she 
will  be  entitled  to  submit  solutions  to  the  puzzle; 
also  those  who  subscribe  through  a  contestant 
may  submit  solutions  to  the  puzzle.  Get  your 
friends  to  help  you  get  subscriptions. 

14)  All  solutions  must  be  accompanied  by  a  cash 
subscription,  otherwise  they  will  not  be  accepted. 
All  solutions  are  recorded  and  cannot  be  changed 
once  they  are  received  at  the  contest  office. 

(5)  It  is  not  necessary  for  a  contestant  to  send  in 
the  entire  amount  of  subscription  money  at  any 
one  time.  Accurate  records  are  kept  and  every 
time  a  contestant  makes  a  remittance,  tke 
.mount  will  be  added  to  the  previous  amount 
which  a  contestant  has  to  his  credit. 

(6)  Contestant*  can  send  in  a  different  answer 
to  th,e  puzzle  each  time  they  make  a  remittance, 
but  not  more  than  one  prize  will  be  paid  to 
one  family  living  at  one  home  address. 

(7)  EXTRA  PUZZLE  FORMS  MAY  BE 
OBTAINED  FREE  BY  WRITING  TO 
THE  CONTEST  DEPARTMENT. 


(8)  All  money  orders,  cheques  or  postal  notes 
must  be  made  payable  to  Goblin  Magazine; 
acknowledgments  will  be  made  immediately 
upon  receipt  of  solutions. 

(9)  If  the  correct  answer  is  not  sent  in  by  any 
contestant,  the  prizes  will  be  awarded  for  the 
nearest  correct  solution. 

(10)  In  the  event  of  a  tie,  a  second  puzzle  will 
be  mailed.  This  puzzle  will  be  a  problem  re- 
quiring accuracy  in  addition  and  subtraction. 
Only  those  tieing  will  be  permitted  to  solve  the 
second  puzzle. 

(11)  Solutions  to  the  contest  must  be  in  the 
Goblin  office  not  later  than  6  p.m.,  March  17th, 
1928.  Solutions  mailed  and  having  the  postmark 
of  not  later  than  March  17th,  1928,  and  received 
by  us  not  later  than  March  24th,  1928,  will  be 
accepted.  The  correct  answer  will  be  announced 
in  the  April  issue  of  The  Goblin  Magazine, 
published  about  April  1st.  Contestants  are 
advised  to  send  in  their  answers  as  soon  as 
possible. 

(12)  In  entering  the  contest,  contestants  agree  to 
abide  by  the  rules  of  the  contest  and  to  accept 
the  decision  of  the  judges  as  final.  The  Goblin 
Magazine  reserves  the  right  to  amend  or  add  to 
the  rules  of  this  contest,  if  necessary  for  the 
protection  of  the  interests  of  both  the  con- 
testants and  Goblin  Magazine.  The  right  is 
also  reserved  to  refund  subscriptions  and  to 
disqualify  any  contestants  whom  the  Judges, 
the  contestants'  representatives,  deem  undesir- 
able. 


FIRST  PRIZE— The    smart    Jordan    Sedan,        FIRST  PRIZE— Chrysler    "62"   Sedan,  price 
price  32,095.00.  21,700.00. 


STRICTLY  APART  FROM  PUZZLE  CONTEST  —  STRICTLY  APART  FROM  PUZZLE  CONTEST 

WIN  A 

WHIPPET   COACH  FREE! 

IN  GOBLIN'S  SPECIAL 

EFFORT  CLUB 

Strictly  Apart  from  Puzzle  Contest 

GOBLIN  WORKERS  GIVEN  AN  OPPORTUNITY  TO    WIN  THIS   POPULAR 
WHIPPET  COACH 

The  object  of  this  offer  is  to  get  you  to  interest  your  friends  in  Goblin's  Third  Great  Puzzle 
Contest.  Call  to  see  your  friends,  tell  them  about  Goblin's  big  puzzle  contest,  get  them  to  subscribe 
to  Goblin  through  you.  Accurate  records  are  kept  of  the  amount  you  send  in,  and  when  the  contest 
i»  over  the  contestant  with  the  most  subscription  money  to  his  or  her  credit  will  receive  absolutely  free 
this  splendid  award. 

Write  us  for  particulars  of  other  cash  awards  in  this  Special  Effort  Club,  receipt  forms,  also  for 
puzzle  forms  so  that  your  subscribers  may  take  parr  in  the  puzzle  contest.  This  offer  is  absolutely 
apart  from  the  puzzle  contest  and  will  in  no  way  affect  your  chances  of  winning  the  first  grand  award 
in  the  feature  campaign,  in  fact,  it  is  possible  for  you  to  win  both  the  Grand  Award  in  the  puzzle 
contest  and  also  the  Whippet  Coach  offered  to  Goblin  workers. 

YOUR  OWN  SUBSCRIPTION  OR  A  FRIEND'S  WILL  START  YOU  IN  THE  RACE. 
DON'T  DELAY  ENROLL  TO-DAY. 

STRICTLY  APART  FROM  PUZZLE  CONTEST  —  STRICTLY  APART  FROM  PUZZLE  CONTEST 


FIRST  PRIZE— McLaughlin-Buick  Se- 
dan, Model  28-27.  A  Canadian-built 
car  with  a  long  and  enviable  record 
for  sturdiness,  brilliant  performance 
and  economy  of  operation,  priced  at 
$1,820.00. 


DO  IT  NOW! 

Get  busy  on  this  splendid  puzzle  now. 
It  is  possibly  one  of  the  most  difficult 
ever  offered  by  any  Canadian  publication, 
but  the  awards  are  so  great  as  to  justify 
your  entering  into  it  with  your  best 
efforts. 

A  few  pleasant  hours  spent  in  solving  this 
puzzle  will  not  only  assure  you  regularly 
receiving  Canada's  sprightliest  magazine, 
but  also  you  may  win  one  of  the  big 
prizes  noted  elsewhere  on  these  pages. 
Do  not  delay  your  entry,  the  closing  date 
is  fast  approaching,  as  entries  must  be 
mailed  and  have  a  postmark  of  not  later 
than  March  17th.     Do  it  NOW! 


SECOND  PRIZE— The  Chevrolet  Sedan. 
A  leader  in  the  small  car  field,  yielding 
superlative  driving  comfort  and  at  the 
same  time  providing  enduring,  long- 
time service,  priced  at  $899.00. 


GOBLIN  IS  CANADA'S 
FAVORITE  MAGAZINE 

Goblin  is  the  most  strikingly  original  publica- 
tion in  Canada.  Its  humour  is  native  and 
spontaneous.  The  drawings  interpret  the  more 
amusing  episodes  of  our  daily  life  with  kindly 
wit  and  whimsey.  Then,  too,  there  are  regular 
departments  devoted  to  the  new  books,  the 
movies,  reviews  of  the  latest  phonograph 
records  and  pungent  paragraphs  on  current 
events. 

Every  month  GOBLIN  is~enjoyed  in  more 
than  40,000  of  the  better-class  Canadian  homes. 
The  fact  that  more  GOBLINS  are  sold  on 
Canadian  newsstands  than  are  any  other 
magazines  published  in  Canada  proves  that 
GOBLIN  is  a  general  favorite.  GOBLIN 
outsells  the  combined  circulations  in 
Canada  of  its  American  contemporaries  by 
more  than  three  to  one.  Goblin  has  a  circula- 
tion of  more  than  six  times  that  of  any  other 
magazine  published  in  Canada  selling  at  an 
equal  price. 

Here  is  your  opportunity  to  purchase,  at  the 
regular  subscription  price,  the  best  work  of 
Canada's  outstanding  writers  and  art;«ts  and  at 
the  same  time,  if  you  are  accurate,  win  one  of 
the  major  prizes.  During  the  past  twelve 
months  GOBLIN  distributed  more  than 
$10,000.00  to  prize  winners  in  every  Province 
in  the  Dominion. 

Here  is  a  choice  of  many  magnificent  auto- 
mobiles. In  a  few  weeks'  time  the  winners  will 
be  called  upon  to  decide  which  cars  they  may 
care  to  have  delivered  to  their  doers.  A  few 
hours'  work  at  this  fascinating  puzzle  may  mean 
that  you  may  be  one  of  these  fortunate  winners 
Will  it  be  you?       Your  efforts  alone  will  decide 


SOLUTION  BLANK  TO  BE   USED  BY  CONTESTANTS 

This  blank  must  be  used  when  sending  subscriptions  and  solutions 


MY  ANSWER  TO  THE  PROBLEM  IS 

Gentlemen:  Kindly  enroll  my  name  as  a  contestant  in  your  puzzle  contest  I  am 

enclosing  herewith   the  sum  of  $ which  kindly   place  to  my 

credit,  both  as  entrance  fee  to  the  contest  and  as  a  paid-up  subscription  to 
Goblin  for  the  following  party  or  parties.  Mark  "X"  opposite  name 
to  Indicate  whether  a  new  subscription  or  a  renewal. 


SUBSCRIBER'S  NAME 


ADDRESS 


AMOUNT 


SUBSCRIPTION 
PRICE  LIST 

$2.00 8  Months 

.  1  Year 
.2  Years 
.3  Years 
.4  Years 
.5  Years 
New 
Sub. 


3  00. 

5  00 

7.00. 

9.00. 
10  00. 

Old 
Sub. 


Is  this  your  first  solution  to  the  puzzle? How    much  money  have  you  sent  in  to 

(Yes  or  No) 

date? If   this    solution    wins   a    prize,   send    it    t  o 


(Name  and  address  must  be  printed) 

NOTE — Please  answer  all  questions  on  this  form.  /"• 

The  Contest  Department,  Goblin  Magazine,  170  Bay  St.,  Toronto  2,  Ont.  *-*• 

Note: — If  your  subscription  was  sent  in  by  another  contestant  you  must  put  his  or  her  name  below: 


Name. 


City  or  Town Prov . 
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Goblin 


I  smiled  when  the  butler  spoke  to 
Donovan  in  French 

— but  I  gasped  with  surprise  at  my  friend's  reply  ! 

Can    you    speak    French?"    I    asked 
r 


(Donovan  one  day. 
"Yes,  indeed,"  grinned  Donovan,  who 
was  one  of  the  best  salesmen  in  our 
office  and  who  hated  to  admit  there 
was  anything  he  couldn't  do.  "I  speak 
it  like  a  native  Frenchman." 

I  could  hardly  keep  from  laughing  at  the 
idea  of  Donovan  speaking  French.  But 
I  gave  no  sign  that  I  doubted  his  word. 

"Why  you're  just  the  man  I  want  I"  I 
exclaimed.  "I'm  going  to  call  on  Alphonse 
Leroux,  the  French  perfume  manufacturer, 
and  I  want  you  to  come  along  and  help 
me  persuade  him  to  sign  an  Advertising 
contract." 

"Fine!"  replied  Donovan.  "I'll  be  de- 
lighted!" 

Donovan  had  the  spirit  of  a  true  sales- 
man. A  mere  matter  of  being  unable  to 
speak  the  same  language  as  a  customer 
meant  nothing  to  him. 

But  I,  on  the  other  hand,  was  worried. 
I  had  been  told  that  Alphonse  Leroux 
could  speak  English.  But  if  he  couldn't 
...  I  shuddered  at  the  thought !  Donovan 
would  be  useless  to  me.  And  I  would  have 
to  depend  entirely  on  the  smattering  of 
French   I   had   been    taught  in   high   school. 

I  was  nervous  when  Donovan  and  I 
climbed  the  steps  leading  to  Leroux's  place 
on  the  Avenue.  It  was  a  fashionable  place 
— a  sort  of  combined  residence  and  busi- 
ness office  which  the  Frenchman  used  dur- 
ing his  visits  to  Canada. 

I  rang  the  doorbell.  Fervently  I  prayed 
that  Leroux  would  be  able  to  speak  English. 
The  door  swung  open  and  a  butler  ap- 
peared. 

An  Unexpected  Shock 

"Is  Monsieur  Leroux  at  home?"  I 
asked  in  my  friendliest  manner,  little 
expecting  the  shock  I  was  to  receive. 

To  my  horror  the  butler  replied  in 
French!     My  heart  sank. 

"Of  all  things — a  French  butler!"  I  ex- 
claimed to  Donovan. 

"Let  me  talk  to  him,"  whispered 
Donovan. 

My  friend  stepped  forward.  "What  did 
you  say,  my  man  ?"  he  inquired  of  the 
Lutler. 

The  butler  again  rattled  away  in  French. 
Donovan  listened  attentively,  as  if  he  were 
following   every   word. 

Then  Donovan  Spoke  up 

When  the  butler  finished,  Donovan 
fpoke  up.  To  my  everlasting  amaze- 
ment he  answered  that  butler  in  fluent 
French !  I  could  scarcely  believe  my 
cars !  Donovan  speaking  French !  It 
seemed  incredible ! 

But  his  words  had  a  magic  effect  on  the 
butler,  who  suddenly  blossomed  into  smiles, 
bowed  low,  and  welcomed  us  into  the  house. 

Half  an  hour  later  Donovan  and  I  de- 
scended the  steps  in  front  of  Monsieur 
Leroux's  home.  I  was  happy  as  a  bird, 
for  in  my  pocket  was  the  contract,  signed 
and  sealed. 

I  slapped  Donovan  on  the  back.  "You 
made  a  wonderful  impression  on  Leroux !" 
I    exclaimed.      "Where    on    earth    did    you 


learn  to  speak  French  like  that?     Why  .  .  . 
why  .   .   . !" 

Donovan  laughed.  Then  he  told  me  an 
interesting   story. 

How  to  Master  French 
Without  a  Teacher 

"Did  you  ever  hear  of  the  Hugo  Lan- 
guage Institute?"  he  asked  me. 

"It's  a  School  of  Languages  located 
over  in  London,  isn't  it?" 

Donovan  nodded.  "It's  one  of  the  oldest 
language  institutes  in  the  world.  They 
recently  did  a  remarkable  thing.  Guided 
by  their  expert  knowledge  of  language 
instruction — their  years  of  experience  in 
teaching  languages — they  put  the  secrets 
of  their  quick  method  into  a  set  of  printed 
lessons — a  set  of  lessons  anyone  can  study 
at  home ! 

"That's  how  I  mastered  French.  I  took 
t'ie  Hugo  French  Course.  That  course  is 
wonderful  I  It's  called  the  'At-Sight'  me- 
thod— and  is  far  ahead  of  all  the  old- 
fashioned  school  methods.  A  short  time 
ago  I  didn't  know  a  word  of  French.  Now 
1  can  speak  French,  read  French,  and  un- 
derstand spoken   French. 

"And  I  studied  only  in  my  spare  moments. 
None  of  those  tiresome  exercises  or  class- 
room drills  to  do.  It  was  fun.  Everything 
was  made  so  clear,   so   simple,   so  easy  ! 

"Honestly,  the  Hugo  'At-Sight'  French 
Course  is  a  marvellous  achievement  in  lan- 
guage instruction  !" 

This  story  is  typical.  You,  too.  can  now 
master  French  at  home — quickly,  easily, 
pleasantly — just  as  thousands  of  others  are 
doing  by  the  celebrated  Hugo  "At-Sight" 
Method.  Twenty-four  fascinating  lessons, 
carefully  planned.  The  most  ingenious  me- 
thod of  acquiring  French  ever  discovered. 
Whole  generations  of  language-teaching  ex- 
perience in  all  the  leading  European  cities 
are  behind  this  F'rench  course. 


Try  it  5  Days 

FREE! 


We  shall  be  pleased  to  send 
you  the  complete  course  for 
five  days'  free  examination. 
You  have  the  privilege  of  re- 
turning it  without  cost  or  ob- 
ligation, if  you  wish,  or  if  you 
keep  it  send  us  $2.00  and 
S2.00  monthly  thereafter  until 
the  full  amount,  $12.00, — a 
mere  fraction  of  the  cost  of 
the  ordinary  mail  order  course 
— has  been  paid.  Clip  the 
coupon  and  mail  it  today.  Re- 
member, you  start  to  speak 
French  when  you  have  read 
the  first  lesson.  It  is  just  like 
a  child  learning  to  speak  Eng- 
lish— it  ie  nature's  way  and 
that  is  the  whole  secret. 


Mail 
this 
i     COUPON 

TO-DAY ! 


ALLIED  PUBLISHERS   LIMITED,  Go.  2 

62  Front  Street  W.,  Toronto. 

Please  send  me  the  Hugo  "French-At-Sight" 
Course  in  24  lessons,  for  free  examination,  and 
include  the  French-English  Dictionary.  Within 
5  days  I  will  either  return  the  course  and  dic- 
tionary or  send  you  $2.00  at  that  time  and  $2.00 
each  month  thereafter  until   $12.00  has  been  paid. 


Name 


Address 

Occupation 


Goblin 
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YOUR  SMILING  SALESMAN 
EXTRAORDINARY 


Give  a  thought  to  GOBLIN.  He's  young, 
aggressive.  He  gets  past  the  enquiry  desk 
of  the  biggest  executives  as  an  honored 
guest  and  he's  welcomed  by  all  the  family. 
He  puts  them  in  the  best  of  spirits,  then 
sells  your  goods.  He  makes  more  than 
40,000  calls  a  month.  What  a  salesman! 
*I GOBLIN  gives  perfect  co-operation  to 
your  other  salesmen.  Most  of  them  are 
pals  of  his  and  mighty  glad  to  see  he's  working  for  them.  <I GOBLIN  is 
national,  not  sectional.  His  customers  recognize,  when  they  see  your 
advertising  in  GOBLIN,  that  you  are  a  long-established  manufacturer 
with  Dominion-wide  distribution.  *I GOBLIN  states  your  message  in  an 
aura  of  good  cheer.  Your  prospect  has  not  just  read  that  he  dropped  a 
thousand  on  Consolidated  Gimcracks.  Rather,  he  has  just  read  a  yarn 
he's  going  to  remember  to  tell  at  next  Sunday  night's  supper.  His  defence 
is  down.  Your  selling  message  has  no  barriers  to  crash.  Mr.  Prospect  is 
in  the  most  receptive  mood.  What  a  medium!  <IAnd  the  cost?  A  mil- 
line  rate  that  makes  you  happy.  You  can  reach  the  Big  Money  GOBLIN 
Readers  in  full  pages  for  less  than  one-third  cent  each!  GOBLIN  is  in- 
deed the  Smiling  Salesman  Extraordinary.  He  works  tirelessly  and 
economically,  adding  tremendous  drive  and  power  to  your  sales  campaign. 

MAY   WE   SEND   YOU   ALL   THE   FACTS? 


CANADA 


G9BLIN 

(Member  A. B.C.) 

HUMOROUS 


170  BAY  ST. 
TORONTO 

MONTHLY 
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Widen  the  circle  of  your 
activity  by  taking  your 
18,908  or  more  daily  steps 
in  the  comfortable,  fash- 
ionable Arch  Preserver 
Shoe. 


THE 


THERE  is  no  reason  in  the  world  why  you  should  wear  ugly  shoes  to 
keep  your  feet  from  aching  nor  pay  a  penalty  in  foot  discomfort  be- 
cause your  standard  of  dress  demands  correctly  styled  shoes.  You  can 
do  as  so  many  thousands  of  successful  men  are  doing — wear  the  Arch  Pre- 
server Shoe  which  affords  the  very  smartest  styles  for  every  hour  of  the  day 
and  yet,  because  of  its  exclusive  patented  features,  keeps  your  feet  healthy, 
vigorous  and  comfortable.  In  it  your  feet  are  not  only  correctly  shod,  but 
this  perfect  foot  happiness  gives  you  the  poise  and  self-assurance  that 
enables  fashionable  apparel  to  help  you  100  per  cent. 


KEIPS  THE  FOOT 


There  is  only  one  Arch 
Preserver  Shoe.  Its 
principles  of  construc- 
tion are  fully  protected 
by  patents.  No  shoe  is 
an  Arch  Preserver  Shoe 

J  unless  stamped  with 
the  Trade-Mark. 


No.  325  Black  Calf 
Oxford  for  business  or 
informal  occasions.  One 
of  many  smart  styles. 


fe^ 


Name  . 


Scott-McHale,  Ltd., 

Dept.   C,  London,  Ontario. 

Please     send    Foot   Aches  Address.... 
Chart, pictures  of  new  styles 
and  name  of  nearest  dealer.  City PROVINCE- 
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Goblin 
Suitable 

The  inquisitive  visitor  to  the 
studio  of  the  famous  but  crochety 
artist  propounds  the  query: 

"What  do  you  mix  your  colors 
with?" 

"With  brains,  sir!"  replied  the 
painter,  in  dignified  tones. 

"Ah!"  comments  the  visitor. 
"So  you  paint  miniatures?" 

— Dublin  Evening  Mail. 

Visitor:  "And  you  have  bee« 
in  an  asylum  for  two  years,  Mrs. 
Schmidt,  and  released  as  cured — 
one  wouldn't  think  it  to  look  at 
you." — Lustige      Kolner     Heitung, 

Cologne. 

*  *        # 

When  Ignorance  Is  Bliss 

Papa  Abercrombie:  "You  young 
whippersnappers  of  to-day  expect 
too  much.  Do  you  know  what  I 
was  getting  when  I  married  your 
mother?" 

Abercrombie,  Jr.:  "No,  and  I'll 
bet  she  didn't  either!" 

— Ohio  Hobo. 

Judge:  "Do  not  deny  it  any 
more — three  people  have  testified 
that  they  saw  you  steal." 

Accused:  "What  are  three 
people?  I  can  bring  millions  who 
did  not  see  me." 

— Nebelspaller.  Zurich. 

*  #        # 

Specialist 

Max:  "I  get  my  living  barking 
like  a  dog." 

Friend:  "Do  you  work  in  a 
circus?" 

Max:  "No,  for  the  government 
— I  go  round  barking  at  the 
houses,  and  if  a  dog  answers  I 
note  the  address  and  if  the  dog 
has  not  had  its  license  paid  I 
get  a  commission." 

— Fliegende  Blaelter  Munich. 

Tramp:  "Mornin'  ma'am,  kin  I 
cut  your  grass  for  my  dinner?" 

Kind  Old  Lady:  "Of  course, 
but  you  don't  need  to  cut  it; 
eat  it  just  as  it  is. 

-M.I.T.  Voo  Doo. 

*  *        * 

Her:  "I've  discovered  the 
cause  of  one  hundred  per  cent,  of 
all  divorces!" 

Him:  "Remarkable,  and  what 
is  it?" 

Her:     "Marriage." — Sun  Dial. 
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Watch  for  The  Globe's  Fourth  Comic  Strip 


"Just  Kids 


By  Ad.  Garter 


yy 


The  delightful  characters  in  this  "funny" 
will  grow  on  you. 

The  central  figure  is  "Mush  Stebbins" — 
a  real  boy  with  an  immense  bump  of  curiosity, 
healthy  appetite  and  an  affectionate  nature. 

But  he's  full  of  tricks. 

He  works  his  tricks  on  all  and  sundry, 
especially  his  adoring  "Mumsy"  and  indulgent 
"Pop".  He  makes  a  confident  of  Mr.  Branner, 
the  good-humored  neighborhood  "cop". 

And  he  has  some  very  interesting  chums. 
Fatso  Dolan  and  Peanut  are  not  to  be  over- 
looked. 

Two  or  three  smiles  are  guaranteed  each 
day,  with  a  chuckle  to  boot! 


By  play  in  "Just  Kids" 

Keep  an  eye  peeled  for  the 
love-sick  street  cleaner.  He'll 
sing  his  way  into  your  heart. 

Then  there's  the  little  sneezer, 
with  the  constant  apprehension: 
"I'll  bet  I'm  getting  something." 

And  the  little  big  sister's 
warning:  "Be  sure  and  look  up 
and  down  before  you  cross  the 
street." 

And  the  neighborhood  boast- 
er's big  talk:  "You  might  not 
think  it  to  look  at  me  but  my 
Uncle  Howard  takes  a  cold 
bath  Summer  and  Winter." 


Canada's  National  Newspaper 


SS.00  BY  MAIL 
IN  CANADA 


$6.00  DELIVERED 
IN  TORONTO 
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free  speech 


Goblin  gives 
a  prize  office 
dollars  for 
the  best  letter 
published 
each  month. 
No  attention 
will  be  paid 
to  anony- 
mous letters. 


$5.00  Prize-winning  Letter 

Apartment  32,  74  O'Connor  Street, 

Ottawa,  January  12th,  1928 
Editor,  Goblin: 

I  cannot  recover  from  the  shock  of  my 
recent  failure  in  your  tie-breaking  contest. 
It  is  even  worse  than  that!  Imagine  my 
chagrin,  having  been  stung  to  the  extent 
of  a  subscription  to  a  magazine  which  is 
worthless  for  two  whole  years  to  come 
and  remind  me  of  that  failure. 

I  am  considering  suicide  to  get  away 
from  it.  Then  if  it  was  addressed  to 
heaven  and  I  were  there,  I'd  just  flap  my 
wings  and  pass  on.  If  it  were  re-addressed 
to  that  other  place,  it  would  take  so  long 
to  go  over  the  family  name  that  the  two 
years  would  be  up  before  you'd  find  me. 

It  would  improve  the  paper  by  making 
advertisers  more  keenly  and  competitively 
interested  (a  vote  among  readers  now  and 
then  as  to  the  wittiest  ad.  and  a  prize  to 
the  one  securing  the  most  votes,  would 
pay);  by  insuring  the  interest  and  admira- 
tion of  the  readers  (which  is  good  business) 
and  thereby  making  the  most  uninterest- 
ing part  of  the  magazine  a  most  interest- 
ing and  profitable  one. 
Yours  truly, 

(Mrs.)  Eva  M.  Olmstead. 


"A  Corker" 

Kitchener,  B.C. 
February  7th,  1928 
Goblin, 
1  70  Bay  Street, 
Toronto  2. 
Dear  Sirs: 

I  wish  to  compliment  you  on  your 
coyer  cartoon  "A  Corker."  I  must  say 
it  is  the  best  one  on  a  Scotchman  that  I 
have  ever  seen  in  any  paper  or  magazine. 
I  am  going  to  hang  it  up  in  my  room.  The 
look  on  the  old  fellow's  face  with  the  glass 
in  his  hand  can't  be  beaten.  I  enjoy  your 
magazine  very  much. 

Yours  sincerely, 

Fred  C.  Smith. 


Discrimination 

Prince  Albert,  Sask., 

February  6th,  1928 
The  Goblin  Co., 
Toronto. 
Sirs  : 

The  motive  behind  the  publication  in 
the  January  issue  of  Goblin  of  an  insult- 
ing caricature  of  the  Liberal  Prime  Min- 
ister of  Canada,  and  in  the  February 
issue  of  a  kindly  humorous  sketch  of  the 
Conservative  Prime  Minister  of  Ontario 
is  very  obvious. 

Your  remarks  in  the  February  issue 
under  the  heading  "Good  Taste,"  is  a 
further  evidence  of  your  bias  and  incon- 
sistency. You  certainly  used  the  magni- 
fying glass  in  January,  plus  prejudiced 
imagination,  but  in  February  you  dis- 
carded both,  and  put  on  a  pair  of  nice, 
rose-coloured  spectacles  with  mother-of- 
pearl  rims. 

I  am  glad  to  be  able  to  agree  with  you 
that  "unworthy  criticism  discredits  the 
critics  rather  than  the  criticised,"  and  for 
this  reason  I  do  not  wish  to  place  Goblin 
on  my  reading  table,  so  please  do  not  send 
me  any  more  copies. 

Yours  truly, 

D.  P.  Miller,  M.D 

*  *        * 

"You  Can't  Please  Everybody" 

543  8th  Street  East, 
Owen  Sound,  Ontario, 

January  18th,  1928 
Goblin  Magazine, 
Toronto,  Ont. 
Dear  Sir: 

I  must  herewith  extend  to  you  my  hear- 
tiest congratulations  upon  the  manner  in 
which  you  conducted  the  contest.  It  was 
absolutely  impeccable.  The  fairest  and 
squarest  contest  I  have  ever  seen,  one 
which  I  enjoyed  working  out  immensely 
and  the  like  of  which  I  would  certainly 
like  to  work  at  again.  I  would  also  like 
to  add  that  I  look  forward  to  receiving 
your  magazine  each  month.  After  I  had 
received  my  first  copy  I  was  a  little 
dubious  as  to  its  quality,  but  with  each 
copy  I  notice  a  marked  improvement 
until  now  I  would  not  want  to  miss  a  copy 
for  anything.  There  is  an  old  song  which 
says  "You  can't  please  everybody — can 
you?"  and  the  criticisms  that  you  receive 
will  only  help  you  in  producing  a  humor- 
ous magazine  that  is  rapidly  nearing  the 
peak  of  par  excellence,  so  why  worry? 
I  remain. 

Yours  for  Goblin, 

Archie  J.  Hayward. 

*  *        * 

Read  With  Pain 

1395  12  th  Ave.  West, 

Vancouver,  B.C. 
January  18th,  1928 
The  Editor, 
Goblin  Magazine, 
Toronto,  Ont. 
Dear  Editor: 

I  read  with  pain  every  issue  of  the 
Goblin,  I  get  such  a  kick  from  the  comic 
cartoons  that  I'm  sure  the  neighbors 
in  the  next  apartment  must  think  that  I 
have  just  received  news  of  my  mother-in- 


law's  recent  arrival  in  He  .  .  .  aven,  or 
else  that  the  loud  laugh  speaks  the 
vacant  mind,  but  to  my  mind  a  good  laugh 
is  restful  after  a  hard  day  of  business. 

Your  magazine  in  my  humble  opinion 
is  beautifully  well  balanced,  a  little  bit  of 
everything  and  not  too  much  of  anything. 
Of  course  my  judgment  may  not  count 
for  anything,  not  having  made  a  study  of 
theology,  but  I  am  sura,  that  the  Goblin 
has  gone  a  long  way  in  reflecting  the  clean 
wholesome  humor  of  Canadians  If 
you  continue  your  present  policy  of  giving 
one  dollar's  worth  of  good  reading  for 
twenty-fivi  cents,  then  you  can  look  for- 
ward with  confidence  to  the  future. 
Yours  truly, 

E.  D.  Fletcher, 

"First  Contingent." 

*  *        * 

Specialy  the  Maried  Men 

D.  V.  Fallwell, 
2041  35th  Avenue  S.  W. 
Calgary,  Alta. 
Editor,  Free  Speech  Column, 
Goblin  Magazine. 
Dear  Sirs: 

Your  free  speach  colum  is  one  that 
shuld  be  appreesheeated  by  everybody, 
cause  they  are  able  to  say  what  they 
thine  (that  is  if  they  have  the  power  to 
thine)  without  being  contradickted,  speci- 
aly the  maried  men.  To  be  maried  in 
itself  is  a  detreement  to  freedom,  and  i 
think  that  all  maried  men  shuld  take 
advantige  of  this  colum  to  express  there 
views.  Thank  you  for  your  pashance. 
Yours  truly, 

Don. 

A  Boost 

218  Heath  St.  East, 
Toronto  5,  February  4th,  1928 
Dear  Goblin: 

Goblin  is  improving  all  the  time.  I 
like  your  political  character  comments 
best ;  why  not  add  a  constructive  sugges- 
tion in  cartoon  with  each,  help  us  to  smile 
when  we  don't  feel  that  way. 

Yours  truly, 

J.  Webb. 

*  *        * 

A  Traveller 

370  Daly  Avenue, 

Ottawa,  Ont. 
Goblin  Magazine. 
170  Bay  Street,  Toronto. 
Dear  Sirs: 

In  my  position  as  a  "traveller,"  I  have 
found  that  Goblin  is  really  more  than  a 
mere  "magazine,"  but  a  real  friend,  or 
perhaps  I  should  say  "companion."  I 
certainly  should  have  felt  "lost"  without 
my  copy,  many  many  times,  sitting  on 
some  stuffy  local  "rattler,"  and  another 
point  in  Goblin's  favor  is  this,  that 
through  the  "always-fresh-supply"  of 
jokes  and  stories  contained  therein,  I 
can  always  tell  "one  better"  at  the  pro- 
verbial "joke  fest"  which  modern  com- 
mercial travellers  are  reputed  to  indulge 
in  (quite  frequently)  during  their  pursuit 
of  business.  Keep  up  the  good  work 
Goblin,  as  I  have  often  got  an  undeserv- 
ing compliment  for  the  "good  story"  that 
I  have  happened  to  read  in  Goblin. 
Sincerely  yours, 

F.  W.  Peat. 

*  *  * 

A  Three  Month's  Sentence 

Pointe  du  Bois,  Man. 

23-1-28 
To  the  Editor  of  Goblin, 
Dear  Sir: 

Some  time  ago  I  entered  a  competition 
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0\fow  for  that  rubdown, 

-  no  lame  muscles  for  me  / 

You  need  not  suffer  from  a  set 
of  lame  muscles  if  you  finish  off 
a  day  of  unaccustomed  manual 
work  with  an  application  of 
Absorbine,  Jr. 

Thatthreatened  lameness  justnever 
comes.  It  is  nipped  before  it  sets  in. 
Strained  muscles  are  at  once  soothed 
and  limbemess  magically  restored. 

That,  and  a  hundred  other  uses  for 
Absorbine,  Jr.  have  earned  for  this  an- 
tiseptic liniment  a  never-empty  place 
in  thousands  of  medicine  cabinets. 

At  all  druggists',  $1.25,  or  postpaid. 
Liberal  trial  bottle,  10c.,  postpaid. 


W.F.YOUNG.  Inc. 

203  Lyman  Bldg. 

Montreal 
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Othe 

Cuts 

Strains 

liruiaea 


■  timely  ones: 
Tired  feet 
Sore  muscles 
After  shuvtnff 


Time/ 


SAVE  IT 
SAVE  MONEY 
SAVE  YOURSELh 


Your  letters,  circulars,  notices  of  every  kind  turned  out 
on  this  machine  with  amazing  rapidity  and  neatness 


ROTARY  DUPLICATOR 

COMPLETE 


$50.00 


Every  Office,  School,  Church  and  Club  can  save  time 
money  and  worry  by  using  this  compact,  sturdy  outfit 


Sent  on  5-day  approval 

A.  S.  HUSTWITT 

11  Wellington  St.  E.        Toronto  2 


of  yours,  in  which  the  penalty  for  failing  | 
to  win  a  million  dollars  or  something,  was 
to  read  Goblin  for  a  longer  or  shorter 
period.  I  was  sentenced  to  three  months. 
Well,  my  time  has  expired,  and  I  want  to 
tell  you  I  will  never  willingly  incur  such 
a  sentence  again. 

Goblin  as  a  humorous  paper  brings 
tears  to  my  eyes,  but  not  tears  of  mirth. 
The  only  people  who  could  possibly 
laugh  at  this  paper  are  those  who  can 
howl  with  laughter  at  a  movie  in  which 
custard  pies  are  thrown  about. 

The  paper  seems  to  be  more  or  less 
modelled  on  the  lines  of  second-rate 
European  humorous  periodicals,  except 
that  you  have  decided  not  to  be  coarse. 
A  laudable  decision,  but  unfortunately,  in 
eliminating  the  coarseness  you  have  also 
eliminated  all  the  wit. 

So  much  for  destructive  criticism.  I 
can  make  a  constructive  criticism  in  five 
words:  "Cut  out  the  crude  comedy." 
Only  children  and  other  undeveloped 
minds  appreciate  the  custard  pie  style  of 
humor — adult  humor  is,  or  should  be, 
subtle. 

But  if  you  must  continue,  don't  adver- 
tise so  largely  that  it's  Canadian — what 
on  earth  will  the  rest  of  the  world  think  of 
us? 

Yours  for  the  sake  of  Canada's  good 
name, 

Muriel  L.  Flegg. 

*  *        * 

Prescription 

I  12  Glendale  Avenue, 

Toronto,  Ont. 
Jan.  21,  1928. 
Dear  Editor: 

About  three  weeks  ago  I  met  a  friend 
of  my  sister.  He  stopped  to  enquire  of 
her  as  she  was  ill,  and  I  told  him  she  felt 
miserable  and  that  it  was  so  dull  lying  La 
bed.  He  suggested  getting  her  a  book  of 
some  kind,  but  I  said  she  did  not  want  to 
read  everlasting  stories,  they  seemed  so 
dry.  I  said  unless  it  was  something  funny 
there  was  no  use  of  him  buying  it.  An 
idea  seized  him,  or  rather  an  inspiration, 
and  having  told  me  to  wait,  he  dashed 
wildly  into  the  book-store  and  came  out 
with  Goblin.  Thanking  him  I  took  it 
home  and  we  have  been  getting  it  ever 
since. 

I  remain, 

Sincerely  yours, 

M.  Calvert 

*  *        * 

Lament 

Kerrwood, January  1  1th,  1928 
Editor,  Goblin. 
Toronto,  Ontario. 

The  Loser's  Lament 
Goblin,  dear,  you'll  please  excuse  me. 
If  my  theme  should  not  enthuse  ye. 
And  I  hope  you'll  not  abuse  me. 

Should  I  make  a  little  pun. 

I  was  very  sad  to  hear,  O, 

That  my  prize  was  naught  but  zero. 
Almost  did  I  shed  a  tear,  O, 

Missing  what  I  would  have  won. 

Sure  I  worked  with  might  and  main,  O, 

Building  up  my  puzzle  chain,  O, 
But,  alas!  I  could  not  gain,  O 

That  for  which  1  had  begun. 

Woe  is  me,  oh,  dear,  oh  dear,  oh! 

Makes  one  feel  a  little  queer,  O, 
Not  what  you  would  call  a  hero. 
But  I  had  a  lot  of  fun. 

So,  though  feeling  somewhat  drear,  O, 

1  can  raise  a  hearty  cheer,  O. 
And  congratulate  sincere,  O, 

Each  bright  puzzle  fan  who  won 
C.  Herbert  Foster, 

Box  92 


WRIGLEYS 

is  the  ideal  sweet  for  chil-      |ff 
dren  and  you,  too. 

It  aids    appetite    and     '""■ 
digestion,  and  satisfies     y 


Sea.  Sickness] 

— in  the  roughest  waters.  This  ap- 
palling nausea  is  unnecessary  suf- 
fering. Mothersill's  prevents  Travel 
Sickness  on  your  journeys  by  Sea, 
Train,    Auto,    Car   or   Air.  ji 

7V.  &  $1.50  at  Drug  Stores  or  direct 
The   Mothersill    Remedy  Co.,    Ltd. 

Montreal 


BLEMISHES     *6 

yield  to  its  antiseptic 
action.  Permanent  de- 
fects are  concealed  by  a 
subtile  film  of  adorable 
beauty.  A  pure  skin  of 
exquisite  loveliness  is 
yours  thru  its  use. 

Made  in  White  -  Flesh  -  Rachel 

Send  10c.  for  Trial  Sizf 
Ferd.  T.  Hopkins  ASon,  Montreal 


GOURAUDS 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 
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Fair  One! 


May  Edginton,  in  the  February  College 
Humor,  begins  a  novel  that  is  a  rich  and 
genuine  study  of  a  girl  on  her  own,  Fair 
One.  It  begins  with  simple  people  .  .  . 
an  English  village  .  .  .  streets  with  the 
svmset  bloom  in  them  .  .  .  men  and 
women  who  knew  life  was  somewhere 
about,  but  didn't  much  want  to  find  it  out. 
It  quickens  in  pace;  employs  many  glam- 
orous, cosmopolitan  elements;  ends  in  an 
arpeggio-like  manner  that  is  certain  to 
delight  you. 

Also  in  this  big  February  issue  you  will 
find  Sailor  Love,  a  story  of  shore  leave  by 
John  V.  A.  Weaver,  soon  to  be  released  as  a 
feature  photoplay.  And  Richard  Council, 
John  Gunther,  Mildred  Cram,  Jim  Tully, 
O.  O.  Mclntyre — besides  a  penetrating 
article  on  the  University  of  Chicago,  by 
Samuel  Putnam. 


ON  ALL  NEWS-STANDS 


Some  Show  ! 

I  went  to  see  "Fins"  last  week.  Some  show! 
The  whole  town's  talking  about  it.  It's  about  sub- 
marine warfare  during  the  big  war,  and  they  have 
some  thrilling  submarine  scenes  that  are  knockouts 
and  the  plot  is  a  wow.     Some  show! 

The  place  was  jammed,  and  I  was  lucky  to  get  in, 
I'll  tell  the  world.  As  the  show  progressed  my 
breath  came  faster  and  faster.  I  flushed  all  over, 
and  gasped  for  breath.  I  could  hardly  hold  my  seat. 
A  cold  sweat  broke  over  my  face,  and  I  moaned  from 
time  to  time.  Women  fainted  all  over  the  house. 
At  last,  in  the  middle,  when  the  small-town  boy 
cripples  his  buddy's  periscope,  I  could  stand  it  no 
longer  and  broke  from  my  seat  and  dashed  out  into 
the  open  air.  They  oughta  do  something  about  their 
rotten  ventilation,  these  older  movie  houses. 

— Mercury. 

*        *        * 

....   and  now   I  pause  to  ask  myself 


Orator:     ".   . 
a  question." 

Voice    from    the    Crowd: 
answer  you'll  get,  too." 


"And    a    darned    silly 


"We've  knocked  a  man  down, 
to  stop?" 

"Oh,  that's  all  right 
the  papers." 


— Tiger. 
Aren't  you  going 


We'll  read  all  about  it  in 
— Phoenix. 


*  *        * 

Up  to  Date 

"Now,  children,  up  around  the  North  Pole  lives 
a  cheery,  jolly  old  man  with  a  red  nose  and  a  big 
tummy.  In  his  castle  of  ice  he  lives  all  year,  sur- 
rounded by  his  faithful  hobgoblins  and  dwarfs.  No 
one  has  ever  seen  him  or  talked  to  him,  although 
once  a  year  he  visits  every  home  in  the  country, 
riding  through  the  air  over  the  roof-tops  and  crawling 
down  the  chimney  into  the  bedroom  of  every  little 
boy  and  girl  in  this  wide,  wide  land.  You  may  think 
there  can't  be  such  a  man,  but  we  have  pictures  of 
him,  and  many  stories  about  him  to  tell  you.  Now, 
class,  who  is  he?     All  together!" 

"Lon  Chaney!" 

— Mercury. 

*  *        * 

Our  idea  of  a  present  for  Mayor  Thompson  would 
be  a  beautifully  bound  Encyclopaedia  Britannica 
with  Morocco  binding  and  India  paper. 

— Sun  Dial. 

*        *        * 

Proof 

Little  Boy:    "We  have  a  new  baby  at  our  house." 
Big  Boy:     "What  is  it,  a  boy  or  a  girl?" 
L.  B.:     "Aw,  it's  a  girl,  I  saw  them  put  powder 
on  it." 

—  U.  S.  Nacal  Academy  Log. 

*  *        * 

Choosy 

Customer:  "Chocolate,  egg,  malted  milk, 
whipped  cream,  and  two  scoops  of  ice  cream.  Beat 
one  up  and  let  the  other  float." 

Clerk:  "Yes,  sir.  Can  you  come  in  for  a  trial 
fit  next  Wednesday?" 

— Cornell  Widow. 
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For 

TONSILITIS 

and 

SORE 
THROAT 


For  sore  throat, 
there's  a  swift  and  sure 
way  to  soothe  away  the 
inflammation.  Every 
singer  knows  the  sec- 
ret! Dissolve  Aspirin 
tablets  in  pure  water, 
and  gargle.  Nothing 
in  the  whole  realm  of  medicine  is  more 
helpful  in  cases  of  sore  throat.  And  you 
probably  know  how  Aspirin  dispels  a  head- 
ache; breaks  up  colds,  relieves  rheumatic 
pain,  neuralgia,  neuritis,  lumbago!  Just 
make  certain  to  get  genuine  Aspirin;  it 
has  Bayer  on  the  box,  and  on  each  tablet. 
All  druggists,  with  proven  directions. 

Physicians  prescribe  Aspirin; 
it  does  NOT  affect  the  heart 

Aspirin  is  the  trade  mark  (registered  in  Canada) 
indicating  Bayer  Manufacture.  While  it  is  well 
known  that  Aspirin  means  Bayer  manufacture,  to 
assure  the  public  against  imitations,  the  Tablets 
will  be  stamped  with  their  "Bayer  Cross"  trademark. 

Learn  Cartooning 

AT  HOME— IN  YOUR  SPARE  TIME 
from  the  school  that  has  trained 
•cores  of  to-day's  successful  cartoon- 
ists who  earn  from  $50  to  $200  and 
more  a  week.  The  Landon  Picture 
Chart  Method  of  teaching  makes 
•riginal  drawing  easy  to  learn.  Send 
6c  in  stamps  for  full  information 
and  chart  to  test  your  ability.  Also 
tlali  at*. 

THE        LANDON 

1433  National   Bldg. 


SCHOOL 

Cleveland,   O. 


r37Daus 
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Booklet  of  200  All- 
Bxpenic  Tours, 
$105  and  up.  Sent 
Free.  Collegiate 
I  Tours.  700  sehoolta 
■and  college*  ren- 
'  resented  In  1927. 
ALLCN  TOUPS.  Inc. 
156  B0YLST0N  ST., 
BOSTON,  MASS. 


Goblin  Goes  to  the  Movies 

[Continued  from  page  27 ) 

"Sailors  Wives,"  which  I  saw 
immediately  after  "The  Circus" 
(making  up  for  lost  time  due  to 
my  accident — you  remember  I  had 
one?)  naturally  did  not  even  get  a 
break — but  it  didn't  deserve  one. 

Starting  in  Brittany  with  a 
series  of  dissolves,  the  picture  con- 
tinues to  dissolve  until  it  is  nothing 
but  a  great  gob  of  dull  waste- 
matter,  just  lying  there.  "Sailor's 
Wives"  is  one  of  those  horrible 
operas  in  which  every  line  the 
characters  might  possibly  say  is 
translated  into  subtitles  that  no 
one  would  ever  say,  if  you  follow 
me.  And  speaking  of  subtitles — 
I've  got  to  note  that  the  heroine's 
name  is  Carol  and  I  got  a  big  ad  in 
the  title  which  ran:  "Carol — 
Carol!  I've  found  you  at  last!" 
(Of  course,  the  name  is  misspelled 
but  that's  to  be  expected  in  an  ad.) 
Also,  that  will  give  you  a  rough 
idea  of  what  I  mean  by  titles  no 
one  would  ever  give  lip  to. 
*        *        * 

l^EVER  having  worshipped  the 
witty  what-nots  that  Prof. 
John  Erskine  puts  between  covers, 
I  am  not  among  the  indignant  mob 
storming  the  cinema  producer's 
citadels  crying  "The  Private  Life 
of  Helen  of  Troy"  is  blasphemy. 
Not  having  considered  the  book 
much,  I  can't  even  be  one  of  those 
fence  straddlers  who  sits  with  his 
head  in  his  hands  murmuring,  "the 
picture's  funny  but  is  it  'art'?" 

As  there  is  nothing  to  inspire 
good  acting,  the  acting  is  unin- 
spired. Maria  Corda  as  the  wearer 
of  the  face  that  launched  a  thou- 
sand ships,  leaves  lots  to  be  de- 
sired, and  still  the  picture  is  occa- 
sionally good,  often  vulgar,  more 
often  both,  and  completely  in- 
debted to  the  man  who  wrote  the 
titles  for  what  good  humor  it  pos- 
sesses. As  no  one  is  credited  with 
these  and  the  movie  business  (with 
its  demands  for  recognition  what 
they  are)  can  I  be  permitted  to 
guess  who  wrote  the  titles?  If 
anyone  says  yes,  I'll  guess  Prof. 
Erskine.  But  it  will  just  be  a 
guess.  There  are  certain  points 
below  which  even  a  professor  of 
English  cannot  safely  have  his 
name  associated. 

CARROLL  CARROLL. 


"I  Ain't 
Got  Nobody" 

"Weiry  Blues" 

Fox  Trots  with  Vocal  Chorus.  Ray  OCTJ 
Miller  and  His  Hatel  Gibson  JOJI 
Orchestra. 


"KFEP  SWEEPING  THE 
COBWEBS  OFF  THE  MOON" 

"Among  My  Souvenirs" 

Fox      Trots      by      Abe       Lyman's      97C0 
Orchestra.  O  '  "«J 


"LET'S  MISBEHAVE" 
"Changes" 

Fox  Trots  with  Vocal  Duets.  Ben  97C1 
Bernie  and  His  Hotel  Roosevelt  01 01 
Orchestra. 


"SOME  OF  THESE  DAYS" 
"Meditation" 


Piano      Solos,       Lee      Sims.       with 
incidental   violin. 
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"RHAPSODY  IN  BLUE" 
(Parts  1  and  2) 

Part    I. — Frank     Black    and    His     Oflfirfi 
Concert  Orchestra.  £UUDO 

Part  2. — Solo   by   Oscar    Levant. 


These  are  just  a  few  of  the  wonderful 
new  Brunswick  Records.  Visit  your 
dealer  to-day. 


The  Sign  of  Musical  Prestige 
PANATROPES-ELECTRICAL  RECORDS 
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House  Owner  Routs  Four 
Desperate  Characters  with 
TEN/TEST  Insulating  Board 

HOME  owner  Jones  told  this  story  to 
Goblin  this  morning-.  We  give  it  in  his 
own  terse  words: — "For  some  months  I  had 
noticed  that  things  were  not  as  they  should 
be.  My  fuel  expenses  were  too  high.  The 
house  was  draughty.  My  children  all  had 
colds.  Then  I  happened  to  see  an  advertisement 
on  insulation  headed  "TEN/TEST  FUEL- 
SAVING  HOMES."  I  said  to  myself  that 
Damp,  Chill,  Old  Man  Weather  and  that  coal 
demon  they  call  "Bill"  should  never  again  en- 
ter my  home !  I  swore  this  oath  by  The  Ten 
Billion  Air  Cells  and  by  The  Fiercely  Clinched 
Fibres  of  TEN/TEST — and  I  routed  them  one 
and  all!" 

We  tried  to  draw  Mr.  Jones  out  on  local  poli- 
tics but  his  attitude  was  entirely  "board."  We 
left  him  examining  a  piece  of  TEN/TEST  with 
a  reminiscent  smile  on  his  face. 

For  fur/her  details  see  your  lumber  dealer,  or 
Write  to  the  Makers  of  TEN /TEST — the  heat-,  cold-,  sound-proof  building  board. 

INTERNATIONAL  FIBRE  BOARD  LIMITED  —  MIDLAND,  ONT.  —  GATINEAU,  QUR 
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"The  girl  who  would  not  help 
mother  because  the  kitchen  was  too 
hot!" 

— Sondagsnisse-Strix,  Stockholm. 

*  *        * 

"I  Smell  the  Blood—" 

Mother:  "Now  Jack  had  scarcely 
hid  himself  in  the  castle  before  a 
great  voice  boomed  out,  "Fee,  fi, 
fo,  fum,  I  smell  the  blood  of  an 
Englishman."  And  what  do  you 
suppose  it  was?" 

The  Kiddies  (in  chorus) — "The 

mayor  of  Chicago!" — Life. 

*  *        * 

At  a  drama  given  for  neglected 
husbands  by  the  Evanston  Wo- 
men's Club: 

"I  am  Goodness." 

"I  am  Mercy." 

Whisper  in  the  audience:  "Lord, 
how  I'd  hate  to  have  them  follow 
me  all  the  days  of  my  life!" 

— Purple  Parrot. 

*  *        * 

Sleepy:     "How   much 
rooms?" 

Night  Clerk 
up  to  twelve." 

Sleepy:     "How 
night?"— Kitty  Kat 


are   your 
"From  six  dollars 
much     for     all 


go    shee 


* 
The 


C 


overec 


the 


"Lesh 
Wagon'." 

"Can't,  we're  broke.' 

"Thash   all   right.      I 
driver." — Lord  Jeff. 

*        *        * 

He  Raised  Him 

Man  in  elevator:  "Fourth  floor, 
please." 

Operator:     "Here  you  are  son." 

Man  in  elevator:  "How  dare 
you  call  me  son?"  You're  not  my 
father." 

Operator:  "Well,  I  brought  you 
up,  didn't  I?" — Aggievator. 


The  large 

25c.  package 

contains  two 

"Poker  Hands" 


THE  new  generation  of  pipe-smokers 
have  followed  the  good  example  of 
the  old,  and  are  smoking  Old  Chum. 

You'll  find  young  fellows,  after  trying 
them  all,  turning  to  the  favourite  of  three 
generations.  There's  a  sheer  goodness 
and  mellow  friendliness  about  Old  Chum 
that  appeals  irresistibly  to  young  and  old 
alike. 

For  a  satisfying  pipe-full,  fill  up  with 
Old  Chum.  And  be  sure  to  save  the 
valuable  "Poker  Hands"  packed  in  every 
package  and  tin  of  Old  Chum, 

OLD  CHUN 


^Jke  TOBACCO  of  QUALITY 


■■ 


IT   WILL    TAKE    YOU   JUST    21    SECONDS    TO    READ    THIS! 

HanJTa  Bosch  Radio? 

/  I  VRULY  the  tone  is  extraordinarily  pure.     It  is  endorsed 
■*-     by  the  stars  of  the  Metropolitan  Opera:  Benjamin  Gigli, 
Titta  Riffo,  Amato,  Madame  Schumann-Heinck;  and  other 
artists,  Rappold,  Alice  Neilson  and  Ethel  Barrymore. 

There  are  17  Bosch  dealers  in  Toronto,  and  35  in 
Ontario.  There  must  be  one  near  you.  Ask  them  to 
let  you  hear  for  yourself  the  beautiful  tone  of  the 

BOSCH  RADIO 

Toronto  Distributors 

A.  CROSS  &  CO.        45-47  ELM  ST. 

Adel.  3460— Adel.  3469 


■■ 
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Snirited,  delightful,  piquant,  O'Keefe's  Dry 
Ginger  Ale  we  mean,  of  course. 

As  you  sip  it — what  a  subtle  flavour — what 
a  pleasant  exhilaration — and  what  utter  thirst 
satisfaction. 

Just  say  "O'Keefe's  Dry"  at  your  favourite 
fountain,  and  wVen  you  want  exquisite  re- 
freshment for  family  or  guests  ask  your  dealer 
for  the  handy  carton  of  6  and  12  bottles. 


O'Keefe's  Dry 

GINGER  ALE 


M*f£*!&fs^!4*!*&fs*fs^ 


* 
* 

* 
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GOBLIN'S  BIGGEST 
CONTEST 

See  Pages  30  and  31 


"The  missionary  has  been  in  the 
pot  for  36  hours  and  he  isn't  boiled 
yet." 

"And  he  told  us  that  the  flesh  was 

weak1" — Pele  Mele,  Paris. 

*  *        * 

On  With  the  Milking 

She:  "Oh,  I  do  just  love  cows, 
don't  you?  They're  so  gentle  and 
sweet.  Why,  even  their  breath  is 
sweet!" 

He:  "But  have  you  noticed  how 
seldom  they're  asked  to  dance?" 

— Life. 

*  *        * 

Chorus  girls  nowadays  are  ex- 
pected to  be  proficient  on  the 
banjo,  ukulele  or  similar  musical 
instrument.  The  day  may  not  be 
far  distant  when  chorus  girls  will 
be  required  to  sing. 

— London  Opinion. 

*  *        * 

"I'm  thinking  of  going  to  Eur- 
ope:    how  much  will  it  cost  me?" 

"Nothing." 

"Nothing!" 

"Yes,  thinking  about  it  won't 
cost  you  anything." 

— Annapolis  Log. 

Too  Much 

"Why  did  you  break  your  en- 
gagement with  that  school  teach- 
er?" 

"I  didn't  show  up  one  night,  and 
she  wanted  me  to  bring  a  written 
excuse  signed  by  my  mother." 

— Mercury. 

*  *        * 

Ach! 

Mary  H.  Stufinheimer  was  en- 
dorsing her  pay  check  at  the  bank 
window.  "You  have  forgotten  the 
H,"  the  banker  explained.  Where- 
upon Miss  Stufinheimer  took  her 
check  and  said,  "Ach,  so  I  haf," 
and  wrote  hurriedly:  "Age — 
twenty-three." 

— Annapolis  Log. 


9&Wonder-Box 

of  Modern  Radio 


C.G.E. 

100-A 
Loudspeaker 
$39.50 


One-DialTuning 

6ACRadiotrons 

OnePowerTube 


Battergless  Radiola 
gives  new  simplicity 
more  poweiv  finer  tone 

Through  its  new  alternating  current  Radio- 
trons,  Radiola  17  receives  all  its  power  from 
your  electric  light  circuit.  It  has  no  batteries 
or  liquid-containing  devices.  All  you  need 
to  do  is  to  plug  in — then  turn  the  single  dial 
to  select  your  programs. 

Your  dealer  can  arrange  a  demonstration  of 
Radiola  17 — the  most  sensational  radio  of 
to-day. 


CANADIAN 
GENERAL  ELECTRIC  Sa 

^HEAD  OFFICE    TORONTO.     SALES  OFFICES   IN  ALL   PRINCIPAL  CITIES^ 


DISTINCTION 
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ho  ride  on  Sil 


lose   who  nue  o 
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towns  gain  not  only  the 
advantage  of  unrivalled 
comfort  and  wear,  but  also 
the  additional  satisfaction 
of  knowing  the  graceful 
contour  of  these  excellent 
tires  harmonizes  perfectly 
with  the  lines  and  color  of 
any  car — and  any  environ- 
ment. 


Silvertowns  are  made  at  Kitchener, 

Ontario,    by   the    Canadian 

Goodrich  Company. 
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